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R. THOMAS MIDDLETON; the 
author of the following comedy, was 
+ born in the reign of queen Elizabeth, 
and lived to a very great age, cotemporary wit 
Shakeſpear, Beaumont, Fletcher, Maſſenger, 
Haywood, &c, We. may Judge of his Jong evity, 
by his works; fince his firſt play was acted in 
1601, and his laſt in 1665. He was one of the 
earlieſt poets that gave us comedy unmixi'd- with 
tragedy, and author of, twenty three dramatick 
pieces. | 2 x KEI AP | By 2 
That he was much eſteem'd by his brother ; 
Poets, we may judge by four lines of fir Nilliam if 


Term, 1663. % ©: j 
: _ DE) SY "20 
« Tom Middleton, his numerous iflue brings, 
And his laſt muſe delights us when ſhe ſings : 
« His halting age, 4 pleaſure doth impatt; 
„% And his white locks, ſhews maſter of his ar. 
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Duke of Venice. 


CAMIL LO, 
Hrror Tro, 8 nne Venice. 
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FonTINEL, ths Priſoner. 
Coxver TO, an ud D. 
Wr 

Dax pifR Ar. 
LazARILLO, a Spaniard. 
PIL CHER, his Boy. 

BLuR r, the Conſtable. 
Suns, the Beadle. 
TaveranNy. 1 
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. a, 1 her Maids. 
Ladies. | 
Maskers. 
Watchmen. 
Guard. 
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Spaniurd's Night -Walk. 
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Euter Camillo, with Violetta, Hipolito, Baptiſta, Bentiwolio, 
and Virgilio, as returning from war, every one with a glove 
in his hat; ladies with them ; Doyt, and Dandiprat. 


HiPoL1To. | 
j þ © 22 ſir; the only riſing up in arms, is in the 


arms of a woman: Peace is your only paradiſe; 
when every Hadam may have his chriſtmas Eve: 


And you take me lying any more by the cold ſides of a 3$ 


brazen face field- piece, unleſs I have ſuch a down pillow 
under me; I'll give you leave to knock up both my golles 
in my father's hall, and hang hats upon theſe tenpenny 


nails. 


Lol And yet, brother, when with the ſharpeſt hooks: 


of my wit, I labour'd to pull you from the wars, you 
B broke 
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a broke fools, like a hotſe that knew his own ſtrength, and 
= ow d; nothing but a man of war ſhou'd back you. 
b. I have.been-back'd ſince, and almoſt unback'd 
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== £ Ya). And ſwore that honour was never dy'd in grain, 
| till it was dipp'd in the colours of the field. 

Hp. I am anew man, ſiſter, and now cry a pox o that 
honour, that muſt have none but barber-ſurgeons to wait 
upon't, and a band of poor ſtraggling raſcals, that, every © 
twinckling of an eye, forfeit their legs, and arms, into the fi 
torts hands: Wenches, by Mars his ſweaty buff jerkin. 1 

I have ſeen more men's heads ſpurn'd up and down, like h 
fogt-balls at a breakfaſt, after the hungry canons ha h 

\ 
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pick'd them, than are maiden-heads in Fenice; and more 
legs of men ſerved. in at a dinner, than ever I ſhall ſee * 
legs of capons, in one diſh, whilſt I live. | 

1f Laay. Perhaps, all thoſe were capons legs. 

Firg. Nay, miſtreſs, P'Il witneſs againſt you for ſome of | 
them. | | | 

Hol. I do not think, for all this, that my brother ſtood — 
to it ſo luſtily as he makes his brags. 

34 Lady. No, no, theſe great talkers are never great | . * 
goers. 

Viol. Faith, brother, how many did you kill for your 
ſhare ? | | 

Hip. Not ſo many as thou haſt done with that villainous 
eye, by a thouſand. | — | 

Viol. I thought fo much; that's juſt none. 

Cam. Tis not a ſoldier's glory to tell how many lives he 
has ended, but how many he has ſaved; in both which 
honours the noble Hipolito had moſt excellent poſſeſſion. 
Believe it, my fair miſtreſs, though many men, in a battle, | 
have done more, your brother, in this, equall'd him wood 
did moſt: He went from you a worthy gentleman ; he 
brings with him that title that makes a gentleman moſt 
worthy, the name of a ſoldier, which how well, and how _ 
ſoon, he hath earn'd, would, in me, ſeem glorious to re- 
hearſe ; in you, .to hear ; but, becauſe his own ear dwells 
ſo near my voice, I will play the ill neighbour, and ceaſe 
to ſpeak well of him. | | 
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Cam. No more than I dare, or loye, to do wrong , 


to make a chronicle of my friend's nohly-acted deeds - — 
would ſtand as far from flattery in me, as cowardiſe did 
from him. 5 . = 


Hip. Sfoot, if all the wit in this company have nothing 8 


to ſet itſelf about, but to run deriſion upon me, Why then, 
ce''en burn off mine ears, indeed; but my little mermaids, 
ſignior Camillo, does this, that I 
mnuiwitical motion of the whole battle, and ſo tell what he 
bas done; but I can tell 2 one thing; I ſhall make your 
hair ſtand up an end at = 


now might deſcrihe the 


ome things. | 

Viol. Pr ythee, good brother ſoldier, keep the peace: 
Why, my lord Camilo, you invited me hither to a ban- 
quet, not to the ballad of a pitch'd field. 

Cam. And here it ſtands, bright miſtreſs, ſweetly at- 
tending what doom your ſweet lips will lay upon it. 

Viol. Ay, marry, fir, let our teeth deſcribe this mo- 
tion. 


2d Lady. We ſhall never deſcribe it well, for fumbling 


i' th? mouth. 


Hip. Yes, yes, I have a trick to make us underſtand one 
another, and we fumble never ſo. 

Viol. Meddle not with his tricks, ſweetheatrt; under par- 
don, my lord, though I am your gueſt, I'll beſtow my- 
ſelf ; fit, dear beauties; for the men, let them take up 
places themſelves : I pr'ythee, brother fighter, talk of any 
ſubject, but this jangling law at arms. 

Hip. The law at legs, then. 

Viol. No, nor legs neither; we'll have them ty'd up too, 
ſince you are among ladies : Gallants, handle thoſe things 


* 


| only, that are fit for ladies. 


Hip. Agreed, ſo that we go not out of the compaſs of 
thoſe things that are fit for lords. | 
Viol. Be't ſo ; what's the theme, then? 
* Tf Lady. Beauty; that fits us beſt. | 
Cam. And of beauty, what tongue would not ſpeak the 
beſt ; ſince it is the jewel that hangs upon the brow of 
heaven ; the beſt colour that can be laid upon the cheek In 
| B 2 earth: 
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of 15 Ps BLUKRYT, Maſter-Conflable : or, 


earth: Beauty makes men gods immortal, by making mor- 
tal men to live ever in love. | 


2d Lady. Ever? not fo: I have heard, that ſome men B 
have dy'd for love. 

Viol. So have I, but I could never ſee it: I'd ride forty Is 
miles to follow ſuch a fellow to church ; and would make A 
more of a ſprig of roſemary at his burial, than of a gilded 
bride-branch, at mine own wedding. e 
Cam. Take you ſuch delight in men that die for love? + 

Viol. Not in the men, nor in the death, but in the deed : T 


Troth, I think, he is not a ſound man, that will die for a 
woman, and yet, I would never love a man ſoundly, that 
would not knock at death's door, for my love. 

Hip. I'd knock as long as I thought good, but have my Ir 
brains knock'd out when I enter'd, if I were he. . 

Cam. What Venetian gentleman was there, that having 4 
this in his burgonet, did not (to prove his head worthy of B 
the honour) do more than defy death to the very face ? 
truſt us, ladies, our ſigniory ſtands bound in greater ſums 
of thanks, to your beauties, for victory, than to our valour: 

My dear Violetta, one kiſs to this picture of your whiteſt 
hand, when I was even faint, with giving, and receiving, 
the dole of war, ſet a new edge on my ſword : Infomuch, t! 
that I ſingled out a gallant ſpirit of France, 
And charged him with my launce, in full career ; 
And after a rich exchange of noble courage, b 
| {The ſpace of a good hour, on either ſide) | a 
$ At laſt crying, Now for Violetta's honour,” | a 
1 I vanquiſh'd him, and him, diſmounted, took, : 
Not to myſelf, but priſoner to my love. t 
Viol. T have heard much praiſe of that French gallant, 1 
good, my lord, bring him acquainted with our eyes. 
Cam. I will: Go, boy, fetch noble Fortinel. 1 
Exit Boy, ] 


— — 


. Enter Fontinel. 


Cam. Pr'ythee, have done; here come's the priſoner. 

Viol. My lord Camillo, is this the gentleman, | 

Whoſe valour, by your valour, is ſubdued? a 

Cam. It is, fair lady, and I yield him u, ” 

To be your beauty's worthy priſoner. _ 1 } 
| ol. 
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As I have done. 


The Spaniard's Night-IWalk. 
Viol. Fair ſtranger, droop not, ſince the chance of 
wars : 
Brings to the ſoldier death reſtraint, or wounds. 
Font. Lady, I know the fortune of the war 
Is death, with honour, or with ſhame, to yield 


Viol. In that no ſcandal hes. 
Font. My reputation's loſt. 
Viol. Nay, that's not fo: 

'The eye of war reſpects not you, nor him. 

Hip. Enough of this. Come, wenches, ſhake your 

heels. 7 5 

Font. Camillo, I ſhall curb thy tyranny 7 
In making me that lady's priſoner : | 
She has an angels form ! Come, captivity, 


And chain me to her looks: How am ] toſt? 


Being twice in mind, as twice in body loſt. 
[Y/hilft Fontinel ſpeaks, they dance a ſtrain, Vio- 
letta, on a ſudden, breaks M; the veſt ſtand 
Wa | 

Cam. Not the meaſure out, fair miſtreſs? 

Viol. No, fair ſervant, not the meaſure out; I have, on 
the ſudden, a fooliſſi deſire to be out of the meaſure. - 

Cam. What breeds that deſire ? 

Viol. Nay, I hope, it is no breeding matter; tuſh, taſh, 
by my maiden-head, I will not ; the muſick likes me not, 
and I have a ſhoe wrings me to the heart ; beſides, I have 
a woman's reaſon, © I will not dance, becauſe I will not 
* dance :* Pr'ythee, dear hero, take my priſoner there, into 
the meaſure; fy, I cannot abide to fee a man ſad, nor 


idle. & 


Font. Lady, bid him, whoſe heart no forrow feels, 
Tickle the ruihes with his wanton heels: 
I have too much, lead at mine. 

1ft Lady. Tlldnake it light. 

Fut. How?  & 

1/t Laay. By a nimble dance. 

Font. You hit it right. 

t Lady. Your keeper bids you dance. 


3 | Har. 
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* Font. Then, I obey: 
My heart, I feel, grows light ; it melts away. 
[I [They dance; Violetta flands by, marking Fontinel. 
Hol. In troth, a very pretty Frenchman , the carriage of 
his body likes me well; ſo does his footing ; ſo does his 
face; ſo does his eye, above his face; ſo does himſelf, L 
above all that can be above himſelf. 8 
Cam. Camillo, thou haſt play'd a fooliſh part; a! 
x priſoner makes a ſlave of thy love's heart. 
701. Shall Camillo then ſing willow, willow, willow? not 
for the world: No, no, my Bench priſoner, I will uſe thee, 
Cupid knows how, and teach thee to fall into the hands of 
a woman : So, the dance is done, and my heart has done 
her worſt ; made me in love. Farewel, my lord, I have 
much haſte ; you have many thanks; I am anger'd a little, 
but am greatly pleaſed : If you wonder that I take this 
ſtrange leave, excuſe it thus, that women are ſtrange fools, 
will take any thing. Exit. 
Hip. Tricks, tricks; kerry merry, buff: How now, 
lad, in a trance? | | 
Cam. Strange farewel ! After, dear Hipolito. 
| [ Exeunt. 
Font. Strange frenzy! After, wretched Fontinel! 
Oh! what a heaven is love! or what a hell! [ Exit. 
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Tirealian veſſel, being a Spaniard. 
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The Spaniard's Night- Wall. 11 


A-C'F 4h 
Enter Lazarillo wilancholy, and Pilcher, bir boy. 


LAzZARILLO. 


OY, I am melancholy, becauſe I burn. 
| Pilc. And I am melancholy, becauſe I am cold. 
Lax. I pine away with the deſire of fleſh. 
Pilc. It's neither fleſh nor fiſh that I pine for, but 
for both. 
Laz. Pilcher, Cupid hath got me a ſtomach, and I long 
for laced mutton. | 
Pilb. Plain mutton, without a lace, would ſerve me. 
Lax. For, as your tame monkey, is your only beſt, and 
moſt only beaſt to your Spaniſh lady; or, as your tobacco, 
is your only ſmoker away of rheum, and all other rheuma- 
tick diſeaſes; or, as your Jriſb louſe does bite, moſt natu- 
rally, fourteen weeks after the change of your ſaffron ſeam'd . 
ſhirt; or, as the commodities which are ſent out of the 
low-countries, and put in veſſels, call'd, Mother Cornelius 
ary-fats, are moſt common in France; ſo it pleaſeth the 
deſtinies, that I ſhould thirſt to drink out of a moſt ſweet 


Pilc. What veſſel is that, ſignior? 

Lax. A woman, Pilcher; the moiſt handed 
Imperia; a moſt rare and divine creature! 

Pilc. A moſt raſcally damn'd courtezan ! 

Laz. Boy, haſt thou foraged- the country, for a new 
—_— for I have ſworn, to lay my bones in this city of 

enice. 

Pilc. Any man, that ſees us, will ſwear that we ſhall both 
lay our bones, and nothing but bones, and we ſtalk here 

| longer: 


Maduna 


F xm BLU RT, Mafter-Conflable * or, 
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longer: They tell me, ſignior, I muſt go to the conſtable, 
and he is to ſee you lodged. 
Lax. Enquire for that buſy member of the city. 


Enier Doyt, and Dandiprat, paſing over. 


Pile. I will; and here comes a leaſh of informers. 
Save you, plump youths, 

Dand. And thee, my lean ftripling; 

Pille. Which is the conſtable's houle ? 

Doyt. That, at the ſign of the Brown Bill. 

Pile. Farewel. 

Dand. Why, and farewel ; the rogue's made of pye- 
cruſt, he's ſo ſhort. 

Pile. The offictous gentleman inherits here. 

He knocks. 

Lax. Knock, or enter, and let thy voice pull him out by 
the ears. 

Doyt. Slid, Dandiprat, this is the Spaniſh curtal, that, 


in the laſt battle, fled twenty miles &er he look'd behind 


him. 

Dand. Doyt, he did the wiſer ; but, firrah, this block 

ſhall be a rare threſhold for us to whet our wits upon : 

Come, let's about our buſineſs, and, if here we find him, 

at our return, he ſhall find us this month, in knavery. 

[Exeunt, 

Pile. What, ho; nobody ſpeaks ; 3 where dwells the 

conftable? 


Enter Blurt, and Slubber the beadls 


Blurt. Here dwells the conſtable : Call aſſiſtance; give 


them my full charge. — What are you, fir ? 

Pile. Follower to that Span! 2 gentleman. 

Blurt. And what are you, fir, that cry out upon me ? 
Look to his tools. What are you, *r? — What are 
you? I charge you, what are you? 

Lax. Moſt clear mirrour of magiſtrates, I am a ſervitor 


to god Mars. 
Blurt. For your ſerving of God, I am not to meddle : 
Why do you raife me? 
£ Laz. 1 deſire to have a wide room, in your favour 
weet 
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T he Spaniard's Night- Walt. 13 IV 


5 Sweet blood, caſt away your name upon me; for I neither 


know you by your face, nor by your voice. 


Blurt. It may be ſo, fir; I have three voices in any com- 
pany : One, as I am Maſter-Conſtable ; another, as I am 
Blurt ; and the third, as I am Blurt, Maſter-Conſtable. 

Laz. 1 underſtand, you are a mighty pillar, or poſt, in 
the city. 

Blur I am a poor poſt, but not to ſtand at every man's 
door, without my bench of bill-men : I am (for a better) 


the duke's own image, and charge you, in his name, to 


obey me. 

Lax. I do ſo. 

Blurt. J am to ſtand, fir, in any baudy-houſe, or fink 
of wickedneſs: I am the duke's own grace; and, 
in any fray, or reſurrection, am to beſtir my ſtumps as well 
as he; I charge you know this ſtaff, | 

Slub. Turn the arms to him. 

Blurt. Upon this may I lean, and no man ſay, black's 
mine eye. N | 

Lax. Whoſoever ſays you have a black eye, is a camooche. 
Moſt great Blurt, I do unpent-houſe the roof of my car- 
caſs, and touch the knee of thy office in Spaniſh comple- 
ment; I deſire to ſojourn in your city. | 

Blurt. Sir, fir, (for fault of a better) I am to charge 
2 not to keep a ſoldiering in our city without a precept; 


beſides, by my office, I am to ſearch, and examine you: 


Have you the duke's hand to paſs. 

Lax. Signior, no; I have the general's hand at large, 
and all his fingers. | 
Blurt. Except it be for the general good of the com- 
monwealth, the general cannot lead you up and down our 
city. | a | 
Lax. I have the general's hand to paſs through the 
world, at my pleaſure. 

Blurt. At pu pleaſure ? that's rare! then rowly, powly, 
our wives ſhall lie at your command : Your general has no 
ſuch authority in my precinct; and, therefore, I charge 
you, paſs no further. "hy 

Lax. I tell thee, I will paſs through the world, thou little 
morſel of juſtice, and eat twenty ſuch as thou art. 


Blurt. 


: „ Po Wks! *z 
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| . - BLURT, Maſter- Conſtable: or, 9 
Burt. Sir, fir, you ſhall find Venice out of the world: 


nus did, to conquer. 


Til tickle you for that. 
Lax. I will paſs through the world, as Alexander mag- 


Blurt. As Alexander of ſaint Magnus did? that's another 
matter : You might have inform'd this at the firſt, and you 
never needed to have come to your anſwer. Let me ſee 
your paſs ; if it be not the duke's hand, T1I tickle you for 


all this: Quickly, I pray; this ſtaff is to walk in other 
places. 


Laz. There it is. 

Blurt. Slubber, read it over. 

Lax. Read it yourſelf; what Beſonian is that? 

Blurt. This is my clerk, fir ; he has been clerk to a good 
many bonds and bills of mine; I keep him only to read; 
for, * z my office will not let me. | 

Pilc. Why do you put on your ſpectacles, then? 

Blurt. To ſee that he read right. How now, Slubber, 
ist the duke's hand? III tickle him elſe, 

S$Iub. Maſs, tis not like his hand. 
Blurt. Look well; the duke has a wart on the back of 
his hand, 


Slub. Here's none, on my word, Maſter-Conſtable, but 


2 little blot. 


Blurt. Blot ? let's ſee, let's ſee; ho, that ſtands for the 
wart; do you ſee the trick of that? 
Slub. Yes: *Tis a goodly great long hand. 


Blurt. So has the duke a goodly huge hand; I have 


ſhook him by it, God forgive me, ten thouſand times : 
= muſt paſs like Alexander of ſaint Magnus. Your name, 
OY 
Laz.. Lazarillo de Tormes in Caſtile, couzen-germain to 
the adolantado of Spain. 2 
Blurt. Are you ſo, fir? God's bleſſing on your heart: 
Your name again, fir, if it be not too tedious for you? 
Lax. Lazarill de Tormes in Caſtile, couzen-germain to 
the Spaniſh adolantado. 
Slab. I warrant he's a great man in his own country. 
Blurt. He has a good name: $lubber, ſet it down: Write, 
Lazarus in torment at the caſtle, and a coz ning German, 
h at 


« 8 .. #4 


, 'F pro els fighting. 


at the ſign of the falantido diddle in Spain. So, fir, you 
are ingroſt; you muſt give my officer a groat; it's nothing 
to me, ſignio .. ger 


> make a bill. | 


Crowns. 
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Lax. I will cancel when it comes to a ſum. : | 
Blurt. Well, fir, well, he ſhall give you an item for't; 


Lax. Moſt admirable Blurt, lam a man of war, and 


Blurt. I charge you, in the duke's name, keep the 
peace ! | 

Lax. By your ſweet favour, moſt dear Blurt, you charge 
too faſt 4 am a hanger on upon Mars, and have a few 


Pile. Two: His own and mine. 

Laz. And deſire you to point out a fair lodging for me, 
and my train. 

Blurt. Tis my office, ſignior, to take men up a nights; 
but, if you will, my maids ſhall take you up a mornings, 
ſince you profeſs fighting: I will commit you, ſignior, to 
mine own houſe ; but will you pitch and pay, or will your, 
worſhip run | | | 

Lax. I ſcorn to run from the face of Thamer Cham, | 

Blurt. Then, ſir, you mean not to run? | a 

Lax. Signior, no. | 

Blurt. Bear witneſs, Slabber, that his anſwer is, ſignior, 1 
no. So now, if he runs upon the ſcore, I have him ſtrait 
upon ſignior, no. This is my houſe, ſignior, enter. 

Lax. March, excellent Blart: Attend, Pilcher. 

| _—. San 


Enter Doyt, and Dandiprat. 


Pilb. Upon your trencher, ſignior, moſt hungerly. 
Doyt. Now, ſirrah, where's thy maſter? 
Pile. The conſtable has preſs'd him. | 
Doyt. What, for a ſoldier ? | 
| Pile. Ay, for a ſoldier; but &er he'll go, I think, 
indeed, he and I together, ſhall preſs the conſtable. 
Dand. No matter; ſqueeze him, and leave no more li- 


gquor in him than in a dry'd neat's-tongue. Sirrah thin- 


gut, what's thy name ? 


Pik. 


16 BLURT, Mafter-Conflable : or, 
Pilc. My name, you chops? why, I am of the blood d 
of the Pilchers, | We Ma 
Dand. Nay, foot, if one ſhould kill thee, he could not 
be hang'd for't, for he would ſhed no blood; there's none 
in thee. Pilcher / thou art a moſt pitiful dry'd one. 
Doyt. I wonder thy maſter does not lice thee, and ſwal- 
low thee, for an anchove. | 
Pile. He wants wine, boy, to ſwallow me down; for he 
wants money to ſwallow down wine: But, farewel; I muſt 
dog my maſter.” | 0 
Dand. As long as thou dog'ſt a Spaniard, thou'lt ne'er 
be fatter: But, ſtay; our haſte is as great as thine; yet, 
to endear ourſelves into thy lean acquaintance, cry, Rivo 
hogh, laugh and be fat; and, for joy that we are met, 
we'll meet, and be merry: Sing. D 
Pile. TIl make a ſhift to ſqueak. 
Doyt. And 1. 
Dand. And I; for my profeſſion is, to ſhift, as well as 
on. Hem), ſing. 
Doyt. What meat eats the Sani ard? 
Pile. Dry'd pilchers, and poor John. 
Dand. Alas! thou art almoſt marr'd. 
Pile. My cheeks ere fall'n and gone. 
Poyt. Would'ſt thou not leap at a piece of meat? 
Pilc. O! how my teeth do water! I could eat 0 
For the heavens ; my fleſh is almoſt gone, $ 
With eating of Pilcher, and Poor- John. [Exeunt. © 


Enter Fontenel from tennis, and Truepenny with him. 


Font. Am I fo happy, then? 
Truep. Nay, ſweet monſieur. | 6 
Font. 246 boy! thou haſt new wing'd my captive'd | 
oul : 
Now, to my fortune, all the fates may yield, 
For I have won, where firſt I loſt the field. 

Trueg. Why, fir, did my miſtreſs prick you with the 
Spaniſh needle of her love, before I ſummon'd you to 
this parley? 

Font. 1 thou that, boy. 

Truep. Of mine honeſty, I doubt extremely; for, I can- 
not ſee the little god's tokens upon you: There is as much 

ditterence 
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difference between you and a lover, as between a cuckold 
and a unicorn. 

Font. Why, boy? 7 | 

TFyuep. For you do not wear a pair of ruffled, frowning, 
© ungarter'd ſtockings, like a gallant that hides his ſmall tim- 
© ber'd legs, with a quail-pipe boot; your hoſe ſtands upon 

too many points, and are not troubled with that falling fick- 
7 neſs, which follows pale, meagre, miſerable, melan- 

* choly lovers: Your hands are not groping conti- 

nually. | | 

Font. Where, my little obſerver? 

Truep. In your greaſy pocket, ſir, like one that wants # 
cloak for the rain, and yet is ſtill weather-beaten : Your hat, 
nor head, are not of the true hey ho block; for, it ſhould 

be broad-brimm'd, limber, like the ſkin of a white pudding, 
when the meat is out; the facing, fatty; the felt, duſty, 
and not enter'd into any band; but your hat is of the na- 
ture of a looſe, light, heavy-ſ{welling wench, too ſtrait laced : 
I tell you, monlieur, a lover ſhould be all looſe from the 
ſeoal of the foot riſing upward, and from the baſes, or con- 
tines of the ſloap, falling downwards: If you were in my 
miſtreſs's chamber, you ſhould find other-gates, privy ſigns 

of love hanging out there. 


3 


— 


f f Font. Have your little eyes watch'd ſo narrowly. 


Truep. Oh! fir, a page muſt have a cat's eye, a ſpaniel's 
leg, a whore's tongue, a little taſting of the cog, a catch- 
pole's hand, (what he grips is his own) and a little 
17 baudy. I | | 
4. Font. Fair Violetta, J will wear thy love, 

Like this French order, near unto my heart. 


Enter Camillo, and Hipolito, from tennis; Doyt, and 


d | A Duandiprat, with their claks and rapi ers. 


Cam. Now, by ſaint Mark, he's a moſt treacherous 
4 villain! nn 


Dare the baſe Frenchman's eye gaze on my love? 


Hip. Nay, ſweet rogue, why would'ſt thou make his 
face a vizard, to have two loop holes only? When he 
comes to a good face, may he not do with his eyes what 
he will? *Sfoot, if I were as he, I'd pull them out, and 
it I wiſt they would anger thee. | 

C Cam. 


43 BUURT, MaſfteriCntatle: or, | 
| Cam. Thou add'ſt heat to my rage; away, ſtand | 


back, 


Diſhonour'd ſlave, more treacherous than baſe, 


This is the inſtance of my ſcorn'd diſgrace. 
Font. Thou ill adviſed Halian, whence proceeds 
This ſudden fury. ooch gc e 

Cam. Villain! from thee. - 

Hip. flercules ſtand between them. 

Font. Villain! by my blood, 

I am as free born as your Venice duke. 
Villain! ſaint Denis, and my life to boot, 
Thy lips ſhall kiſs this pavement, or my foot. 

Hip. Your foot, with a pox? Thope, you're no pope, fir. 
His lips ſhall kiſs my ſiſter's ſoft lip; and thine, the tough 
lips of this: = Nay, fir, I do but ſhew you that I have a 
tool. Do you hear, ſaint Denis, but that we both ſtand 
upon the narrow: bridge of honour, I ſhould cut your 
throat now, for pure love you bear to my ſiſter. | 

Cam. Wilt thou not ſtab the peaſant, 

That thus diſhonours both thyſelf and me? 

Hip. Saint Mark ſet his marks upon me, then. Stab? 
PII have my ſhins broken &er I'll ſcratch ſo much as the 
ſkin of, at the law of arms. Shall I make a Frenchman 
cry, oh ! before the fall of the leaf? not I, by the croſs 


| of this, Dandiprat. 


Dand. If you will, fir, you ſhall coin me into a 


ſhilling. 


Hip. I ſhall lay too heavy a croſs upon thee, 
then. | 

Cam. Is this a time to jeſt? Boy, call my ſer- 
vants. - | | | | 
Doyt. Gentlemen, to the dreſſer. 


Enter ſervants. 


Cam. Seize on Fontinel, 


And lodge him in a dungeon, preſently. 


Font. He ſteps upon his death, that ſtirs a foot. 
Cam. That ſhall i try; as in the field before 


I made 
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Þ made thee ſtoop, ſo, here, I'll make thee bow. 
Font. Thou plaid'ſt the ſoldier, then; the villain, 
now. 
Camillo, and his men, ſet upon him, get him down, 
| diſweapon him, and hold him faſt. 
Font. Treacherous ali anus! 
Cam. Haul him to a dungeon: 2 
There, if your thoughts can apprehend the form 
Of Violetta, doat on her rare feature. 
Or if your proud fleſh, with a ſparing diet, 
Can ſtill retain her ſwelling ſprightfulneſs, 
Then court, inſtead of her, the eroaking vermin, 
That people that moſt ſolitary vault. | 
Hip. But, firrah Camillb, wilt thou play the wiſe and 
venerable bearded Maſter-Conſtable, and commit him, in- 
deed, becauſe he would be meddling in thy precinct, and 
will not put off the cap of his love, to the brown-bill of 
thy deſires? Well, thou haſt given the law of arms a 
broken pate already ; therefore, if thou wilt needs turn 
broker, and be a cut-throat too, do: For my part, 


TT go get a ſweet ball, and waſh my hands of it. 


Cam. Away with him; my life ſhall anſwer it. 

Font. To priſon, muſt I then? well, I will go, 
And, with a light-wing'd ſpirit, conquer woe: 
For, in the darkeſt hell on earth, ÞIl find 
Her fair idea, to content my mind. 
Yet France, and [taly, with bliſter'd tongue, 
Shall-publiſh thy. diſhonour, in my wrong. 
Oh! now, how happy wert thou, could'ſt thou lodge 

| me. 

Where I could leave to love her ! 

Cam. By heaven, I can. 

Font. Thou canſt? Oh! happy man! 
Her heart, no doubt, will thy affections feel; 
For thou'lt plead ſighs, in blood, and tears, in ſteel. 
Boy, tell my love, her love, thus ſighing, ſpake, 


PIL vail my creſt to death for her dear fake. 


OTIS feds, ob | | Exit with ſervants. 
Gam. Boy ; what boy 1s that? 


C 2 Hip. 
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Hip. Kt you, fir Pandarus, the broken knight of 
Troy ? are your two legs the pair of treſſels, for the French- 
man to get up upon my ſiſter ? = 

T ruep. By the nine worthies, worthy eallants, not I; 
I, a gentleman for convenience ? I, fir Pandarus ? would 
Troy then were in my breeches, and I burnt worſe then poor 
Troy. Sweet ſignior, you know, I know, and all Venice 
__ that my miſtreſs ſcorns double dealing with her 

eels. | 
Hip. With her heels? O, here's a ſure pocket dog, and 
my ſiſter ſhoots him off ſnip ſnap, at her pleaſure. Sirrah 
Mephoſtophiles, did not you bring letters from my ſiſter, to 
the Frenchman ? | 

Truep. Signior, no. | 

Cam. Did not you fetch him out of the tennis- 
court ? GE. 

Truep. No, per mafoy; you ſee I have many tongues 
ſpeak for me. | 

Hip. Did not he follow your crackſhip, at a beck 

wen? 
5 Triep. Ita, true, certes, he ſoy'd; and I, ſpitting thus, 
went thus. —— | 

Hip. But were ſtaid thus. | | 

Truep. You hold o' my fidez and, therefore, ] muſt 
needs ſtick to you, ?tis true: I going, he follow'd ; and fol- 


lowing, finger'd me, juſt as your worſhip does now; but 


I ſtruggled and ſtraggled, and wriggled and wraggled, and, 

at laſt, cry'd, Vale, valete, as I do now, with this frag- 

ment of a rhime: | | IT 
My lady is groſly fall'n in love, and yet her waſte is 


flender ; | 
Had I not ſlipt away, you wou'd have made my buttocks. 
tender. Krit. 


3 Shall Doyt, and I, play the blood-hounds, and 


witer him? 


Cam. No, let him run. | 

Hip. Not for this wager of my ſiſter's love; run away, 
Dandiprat, catch Tryepenny, and hold him; thyſelf ſhall 
paſs more current. | 92 


Daud, 
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Dand. I fly, fir; your Dandiprat is as light as a dipp'd 


angel. 3 [ Eait. 
Hip. Nay, god '$lid, after him, Camillo; reply not, 
but away. | 
Cam. Content; you know where to meet. [ Exit. 


Hip. For, I know, that the only way to win a wench, 
is, not to woo her: The only way to have her faſt, is to 
have her looſe : Ihe only way to triumph over her, is to 
make her fall; and the way to make her fall — 

Doyt. Is to throw her down. 

Hip. Are you fo cunning, fir ? | 

Doyt. O lord, ſir, and have fo, perfect a maſter ! 

Hip. Well, fir, you know the gentle woman that dwells 
in the midſt of ſaint Mark s- ſiręet? 

Doy :. Midſt of ſaint Mark's-ſtrect, fir? | 

Hip. A pox on you, the'flea-bitten-faced lady. 

Doyt. Oh!] fir, the freckle-cheek madona; I know her, 
ſignior, as well 5 

Hip. Not as I do, I hope, fir. | 

Doyt. No, ſir; Pd be loath to have ſuch inward ac- 
quaintance with her, as you have. 91334 1% 

Hip. Well, ſir ſlip, go preſently to her, and, from me, 
deliver, to her own white hands, Fontinel's picture. 


Dauoyt. Indeed, fir, ſhe loves to have her chamber hung 


with the pictures of men. | 

Hip. She does; Pll keep my ſiſter's eyes, and his painted 
face, aſunder; tell her beſides, the ma{que holds, and this 
the mght, and nine the hour: Say, we are all for her; 
away. * | 7 
| Dojt. And ſhe's for you. all, were you an army. 


Exeunt. 
ex 
8 
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FFF 


ACT III. 


Buer Imperia the curtexan; two maids, Frivia, and 
Simperina, with perfumes... 


IP ERIA. 


Y, fy, fy, fy, by the light oath of my fan, the wea- 
ther is exceeding tedious, and faint. Trivia, Simpe- . 
„ina, ſtir, ſtir, ſtir ; one of you open the caſements; t'other 
take a ventoy, and gently cool my face, Fy, I ha' ſuch 
an exceeding; high colour! I fo ſweat! Simperina, doſt 
hear? pr'ythee, be more compendiqus : Why, Sim- 
— .; -:- | | 
Simp. Here, madam. | 
© imp. Preſs down my ruff before: Away; fy, how thou 
blow'ſt upon me ! thy breath, god 'sme, thy breath; fy, 
ty, fy, fy, it takes off all the n colour, from my 
nl In good faith, I care not if I go and be ſick, pre- 
{ently ; hey, bo! my head ſo akes with carrying this bod- 
kin: In troth, Tl try if I can be ſick, 
Triv. Nay, good ſweet lady. ett T 
Simp. You know a company of gallants will be here at 
night; be not out of temper, ſweet miſtreſs, | 
Imp. In good troth, if I be not fick, I muſt be melan- 
choly, then : This ſame gown never comes on, but I am 
ſo melancholy, and ſo heart-burn'd ! *tis a ſtrange garment; 
I warrant, Simperina, the fooliſh taylor that made it, was 
troubled with the ſtitch when he compoſed it. 
Simp. That's very likely, madam, but it makes you 
have a moſt comely body. 


Inp. 
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Imp. No, no, no, no, by ſaint Mark, the waiſt is not 
long enough, for Flove a long and tedious waiſt; beſides, 
J have a moſt ungodly middle in it; and, fy, ty, fy, fy, it 
makes me bend i' th' back: Oh! let me have ſome mu- 
ſick. | L Mu fick. 

Simp. That's not the fault in your gown, madam. 

Imp. Fa, la, la; fa, la, la; indeed, the bending of the 
back 18 the fault of the body; la, la, la, la; fa, la, la; IT, 
la, la, la, la, la. "Mas 3 

Triv. Orich! 

Simp. O rare! 

Imp. No, no, no, no, no; tis ſlight, and common, all 


that 1 do; pr'ythee,. Sinperius, do not ingle me: Do not 


flatter me, Trivia, I ha' never a caſt gown till the next 
week. Fa, la, la, la, la, la; fa, la, la; fa, la, la. This 
ſtirring to and*fro, has done me much good. A ſong, I 
pr'ythee: I. love theſe French movings; ob, they are ſo 
clean, if you tread them true, you hit. them to a hair !. 
Sing, ſing, ſing, ſome odd and fantaſtical thing; for I can- 
not abide theſe dull. and lumpiſh tunes; the muſician ſtands 
longer a pricking them, than I would do: to hear them: 
No, no, no; give me your light ones that go nimbly and 
quick, and are full of changes, and carry No diviſion. 
Ho, pr'ythee, ſing; — ſtay, ſtay ,ſtay ; here's Hipaliro's ſon- 

net; firſt read it, and then ſing it. | 


SONG: 


1ſt. In a ſair woman what thing is beſt © 
2d. I think a coral lip. 
1ſt. No, no, you jeſt: 
She has a better thing. 
2d. Then 'tis a pretty eye. 
1ſt. Yet *tis a better thing; 
hich more. delight does bring. 
2d. Then *tis a cherry cheek, 
" 1ſt. No, ub, you Me; 
It is the only joy to men, 
| The ouly praiſe to women 3 what it then? 


24+ BL URT, Mafter-Con/table : or > 


- This it is, and in a woman's waiſt, : 
In a fair lady's body, a heart moſt chaſte. 
This is the jewel kings may buy ; 

1 2d, if women ſell this jewel, women lie. 


One knocks within, Friſco anſwers wi io Me 
Fri * Who the pox knocks? 

Doyt. Friſco, I am Doyt, Hipolito's page. 

Friſ. And I am "__ ſquire to a baudy-houſe. 

Doyt. I have a jewel to deliver to thy miſtreſs. 

Friſ. Is't ſet with precious ſtones ? | 


Deyt. Thick, thick, thick. 
Enter Doyt with the Setters and Friſco. | 
Friſ. Why enter then thick, thick, thick. 


Imp. Fy, ty, iy, ty, fy, who makes that yawling at 


the door ? 


to hang 3 

Inp. Hang me? ; 

Friſ. Not I; hang me, if you will, and ſet up my 
quarters, too. 3 

Imp. Hipolito boy come to hang me? . 

Doyt. To hang you with jewels, tweet and gentle; that's 
Friſco's meaning, and that's my coming. 

Imp. Keep the door. 

Friſ. That's my office, indeed; I have been your door- 
keeper ſo long, that all the hinges, the ſpring-locks, and 
the ring, are worn to pieces: 1 
[ap Lot f fy, fy, fy! hi 

h et them enter; fy, 1 is great 
N does ſo run through 5 2 — th more —— 


than a younger brother's courting of a gentlewoman, when - 


he has no crowns. Boy. 

Doyt. At your ſervice. 

Imp. ſervice? alas! alas! thou canſt do me mall 
ſervice : 0 thy maſter ſend this painted e to 
me? 1 
Deyt. This painted geatleman to you. 


Imp. 


Friſ. Here's ſignior Hipolito's man, that ſhall be, epine 


ow, if. any body knocks at 
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np. Well, I will hang his picture up by the walls till 
k ſee his face, and when J ſee his face, I'll take his picture 
down. Hold it, Trivia. = 

Triv. It's moſt ſweetly made! 

Imp. Hang him up, Simperina. 

Simp. It's a moſt ſweet man. | 
Imp. And does the maſque hold? let me fee it 
again, 

Doyt. If their vizards hold; here you ſhall ſee all their 
blind cheeks ; this is the night, nine the hour, and I the 
jack that gives warning. 
Simp. He gives warning, miſtreſs? ſhall I ſet him 
out! | 5 

Doyt. You ſhall not need, I can ſet out myſelf. 

[ Exit. 

Imp. Flaxen hair, and ſhort too! but fy, fy, fy, theſe 
flaxen-hair'd men, are ſuch pulers, and ſuch pidlers, and 
ſuch chicken-hearts, (and yet great quarrellers) that, when 
they court a lady, they are, bo the better part, bound. to 
the peace. No, no, no, no, your black-hair'd man, 1s your 
only ſweet man, and, in any ſervice, the moſt active. A 
banquet, Trivia, quick, quick, quick, 

Triv. In a twinkling. Exit. 

Imp. A little face, but a lovely face; fy, va fy, iy; no 
matter what face he make, ſo the other parts be legitimate, 
and go upright. Stir, ſtir, S»zperins ; be doing, be doing, 
quickly ; move, move, move. 

Simp. Moſt incontinently. Move; move, move. O! 
ſweet! | Exit, 

Imp. Hey ho! as I live, I muft love thee, and take 
kiſſes from thy lips. Alack! that women ſhould fall thus 
deeply in love with dumb things, that have no feeling! 
but they are women's croſſes, and the only way to take 
them, is, to take them. patiently. Hey ho! ſet muſick, 
Fiſco. | 


Euter Friſco, Trivia, and Simperina. 


Imp. Say, he ſcorn to marry me, yet he ſhall ſtand me 
in ſome. ſtead, by being my Ganymede, If he be the 
_ maſt decay'd gallant in all Venice, I will myſelf, undo my- 
ſelf, and my whole ſtate, to ſet him up, again: Though; 


ſpeaking, 
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| ſpeaking truth would fave my life, I will lie to do him 


pleaſure; yet, to tell lies, may hurt the ſoul: Fy! 
no, no, no; ſouls are things to be trodden under our feet, 
when we dance after love's pipe: Therefore, here, hang 
this counterfeit at my bed's feet. | bk 


Friſ. It he be counterteit, nail him up upon one of your 
poſts. | 


his lottery, and he ſhall never draw, but it ſhall be a 


prize. 


Friſ. Who knocks ? 

Curb. Why, *tis I, knave. 
Fri/. Then, knave, knock there ſtill. 

 Cirv. Whut ! open the door. 

Friſ. Yes, when J liſt, I will. 

Guiry. Here's money. 

Friſ. Much ? 

Curv. Here's gold. 

Fri. Away. 

Curv. Knave, open. 

Friſ. Call to our maids; — good night; — we are all a 
flopen. Miſtreſs, if you have ever a pinnace to ſet out, 
may now have it mann'd and rigg'd ; for, fignior Cur- 


wetto, he that cries, I am an old courtier, but lie cloſe, lie 
cloſe, when our maids ſwear, he lies as wide as any cour-- 


tier in Iraly. 

Ind. Do we care how he lies? EF Knocking. 
- Friſ. Anon, anon, anon; this old hoary red deer, ſerves 

himſelf in at your key-hole. 

Curv. What, Friſco? 

Friſ. Heark, ſhall he enter the breach? | | 

tmp. Fy, fy, ty; I wonder what this gurnet's head 


makes here; yet bring him in; he will ſerve for picking 
meat: Let muſick play, for I will feign myſelf to be 
alleep. | \ 


"178 Enter Curvetto. gt GN 
Smp. Softly, ſweet fignior Curwette, for ſhe's faſt. 


© Girv. Ha! faſt! my roba faſt! and but young night! 


She's weary d, weary'd ; ah, ha, hit I right? 
| | Grp. 


Imp. By the moiſt hand of love, I ſwear, I will be 


[ Curvetto knocks within 


EO, E l was 
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Simp. How, fir, weary'd ?. marry, fogh. 

#rij. Weary'd, fir ? marry, mutt. 

Curu. No words here, mouſe; no words, no words, 

Tweet roſe! I am an old hoary courtier, and lie cloſe, lie 
cloſe; hem! | 

Friſ. An old hoary courtier? why, ſo has a jowl of ling, 
and a muſty whiting been, time out of mind: Methinks, 
ſignior, you ſhould not be ſo old by your face. 

Curwv. Þ have a good heart, knave; and a good heart, 
1s a good face-maker : I am young, quick, briik! 

imp. Hey ho! who's that? ſignior Gurverro! by my 
virginity | 

Girv. Hem! no more, i 
Swear not ſo deep, at theſe vears; men have eyes; 

And though the moſt are fools, ſome fools are wiſe. 

Imp. Fy, fy, fy! and you meet me thus, at half weapon, 
one muſt down. | 

Friſ. She, for my life. 

Inp. Some body ſhall pay for't. 

Friſ. He, for my head. 

Imp. Do not, therefore, come over me fo, with croſs | 
blows; no, no, no, I ſhall be ſick, if my ſpeech be ſtopp'd. 
By my virginity, I ſwear, — and why may not I ſwear by 
that 1 have not, as well as poor muſty ſoldiers do by their 
honour : — Brides, at four and twenty, ha, ha, ha, by 
their maiden-heads: — Citizens, by their faith; — and, 
brokers, as they hope to be ſaved — By my virginity, 
I ſwear, I dream'd, that one brought me a goodly cod's- 

head, and, in one of the eyes, there ſtuck, methought, the 
reateſt precious ſtone ! the moſt ſparkling diamond! Oh! 

, fy, ty, fy, fy, that diamonds ſhould make women ſuch 
fools! 

Gurv. A cod's-head, and a diamond! ha, ha, ha. 

*Tis common, common; you may dream as well 

Of diamonds, and of cods-heads, where's not one, 

As ſwear by your virginity, where's none. 

i am that cod's head ; ſhe has ſpy'd my diamond. 

| | [Puts it up. 


I am an old courtier, and lie cloſe, lie cloſe. 


The 
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The cornets ſound a lavalto, which the maskers are to ance; 
Camillo, Hipolito, and orher gallants, every one, ſave 
Hipolito, with a lady, mast'd; Curyetto offers to 
depart. 5 


Imp. No, no, if you ſhrink from me, I will not love 
you; ſtay. | ; 
Gurv. 1 am conjured, and will keep my circle. 
8 | They dance. 
Imp. Fy, ty, fy; by the neat tongue of eloquence, this 
meaſure is out of meaſure ; *tis too hot, too hot: Gallants, 
be not aſhamed to ſhew your own faces: Ladies, unapparrel 
your dear beauties. So, fo, fo, ſo, here is a banquet : Sit, 
lit, ſit ; ſignior Cur vetto, thruſt in among them. | 
Curv. ] will firſt ſalute the men, cloſe with the women, 
and laſt, fit. | 
Hip. Put not fit laſt. A banquet, and have theſe ſuckets 
here? Oh! I haveacrew of angels, priſoners in my pocket, 
and none but a good bale of dice can fetch them out. 
Dice, ho: Come, my little letcherous baboon, by ſaint 
Mark, you ſhall venture your twenty crowns. | 
Curvy. And have but one? 
Hip. I ſwore firſt. 
Curv. Right, you ſwore, 3 
But oaths are now like Blurr, our conſtable, 
Standing for nothing : A meer plot! a trick ! 
I am a hoary courtier; but lie clole, cloſe, cloſe. 
Pl play, fir. 
Hip. Come, 5 | 
Cur v. But in my tother hoſe. LEx:t. 
 Onnes. Curvetto. | 
Hip. Let him go; I knew what hook would choak 
him, and, therefore, baited that, for him to nibble 
upon: An old comb-peck'd raſcal, that was beaten - 
out o' th' cock-pit, when I could not ſtand a high- 
lone, to come crowing among us: Hang him, lob- 
ter. — Come, the ſame oath that your fore-man took, 
take all, and ſing. 


SONG. 


8 
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Love is like a lamb, and love is Ike a lion; © 

Fly from love, he fights ; fight, then does he fly on. 
Love is all on fire, and yet is ever freezing ; 

Love is much in winning, yet is more in leezing : 
Love is ever fick, and yet is never dying ; 
Love is ever true, and yet is ever hing: 
Love does doat in liking, and is mad in loathing; - 
Love, indeed, is any thing, yet, indeed, is nothing. 


Lax. Mars armipotent, with his court-of-guard, give 
fharpneſs to my Toledo; J am beleager' d: O! Cupid, grant 
that my bluſtuing prove not a Fnftock, and give fire, 
too ſuddenly, to my defires! Moſt ſanguine cheek'd 
ladies. | | 15 

Hip. Sfoot, how now, Don Dego? ſanguine-cheek d? 
doſt think their faces have been at cutlers ? out you roaring 
tauny-faced raſcal, twere a good deed to beat my hilts 
about's coxcomb, and then make him ſanguine cheek'd 
$007: | | 

Cam. Nay, good H. poll to. | | 

Imp Fy, ty, ty, fy, fy; tho' I hate his company, I 
wou'd not have my houſe to abuſe his countenance : No, 
no, no; be not ſo contagious, I will ſend him hence with a 
flea in's ear. > | 

Hip. Do, or I'll turn him into a flea, and make him 
ſkip under ſome of your petticoats. 

Imp. Signior Lazarlllo, —— | 

Laz. Moſt ſweet face! you need not hang out your 
filken tongue, as a flag of truce z for, I will drop at your 
feet, &er I draw blood in your chamber : Yet, I ſhall 
hardly drink up this wrong; for your fake, I will wipe it 
out, fe this time. — I wou'd Jeal with you 1n ſecret, about 
moſt a0 and ſerious matters. N 
Imp Vil ſend theſe hence: Fy, fy, fy, I am fo choak'd 
with this man of ginger bread, and yet, I can never be 
rid of him; but, — heark, Hipolito. Tg | 

Lax. Dear inſtrument of many men's delight! are all 
theſe women ? 


D Imp. 
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Imp. No, no, no, they are half men, and half wo- 
men. | | 

Laz. You apprehend too faſt; I mean by women, wives: 
For wives are no maids, nor ate maids women: If thoſe 

unbearded gallants keep the doors of their wedlock, thoſe 
ladies ſpend their hours of paſtime but ill; but if you can 
bring all thoſe females into one ring, into one private place, 
I will read a lecture of diſcipline, to their moſt great and 
honourable ears; wherein I will teach them, ' to carry 
their white bodies, either before their huſbands, or before 
their lovers, that they ſhall never fear to have milk thrown 
in their faces, nor I, wine in mine, when I come to fit 
upon them in courteſy. | 8 | 

Imp. That were excellent; PIl have them all here, at 
your pleaſure. 
Lax. I will ſhew them all the tricks and garbs of Spa- 
niſh dames ; I will ſtudy for apt and elegant phraſe, to 
tickle them with; and, when my device is ready, I will 
come. Will you inſpire into your moſt divine ſpirits, the 
moſt divine ſoul of tobacco ? 

Imp. No, no, no; fy, fy, iy ; J ſhou'd be choak'd. 


Enter Hipolito, and the reft of the makers, as before, 
dancing; Hipolito takes Imperia. Exeunt. 


Lax. Lament my caſe! — ſince thou canſt not pro- 
voke 


Her noſe to ſmell, love, fill thine own with ſmoak. 
| | [ Exit, 
Enter Hipolito, and Friſco. | 


Frif. The wooden picture you ſent her, hath ſet her on 
fire, and ſhe deſires you, as you pity the caſe of a poor deſ- 
perate gentle woman, to ſerve that monſieur, in at ſupper, 
to her. | | 


Enter Camillo. 


Hip. The Frenchman? faint Denis ! let her carve him 
up. Stay, here's Camillo: Now, my fool in faſhion, 
my {ſage ideot, up with theſe brims, down with this 
devil, melancholy; are you decay'd, concupiſcentious 

inamorato? 
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inamorato ? — News, news; Imperia doats on Fon- | 
tinel. ; 

Cam. What comfort ſpeaks her love to my ſick 
heart? | 

Hip. Marry, this, fir ; here's a yellow-hammer flew to 
me, with thy water, and I caſt it, and find, that his miſ- | 
treſs, being given to this new i will cure thee. 
The Frenchman, you ſee, has a ſoit mermalad heart, and | 
ſhall no ſooner feel Inperia's liquoriſh deſire to lick at him, | 
but ſtrait he'll ſtick the brooch of her longing in it : Then, 
fir, may you, fir, come upon my ſiſter, fir, with a freſh 
charge, fir; ſa, fa, fa, fa; once giving back, and thrice 
coming forward, ſhe yields, and the town of Breſt is 
taken. | 

Cam. This has ſome" taſte of hope: Is that the Mer- 

CRT Ew” 

Who brings you notice of his miſtreſs's love? 

Friſ. J may be her Mercury, for my running of errands, | 
but the truth is, fir, I am Cerberus, for I am porter to | 
hell. | | 


Cam. r Cerberus, play thy part; here, ſearch that | 
ell ; | 7 | | 
There find, and bring forth, that falſe Fonrinel: 


[Exit Friſco, 
If I can win his ſtray'd thoughts to retire | 
From her encounter'd eyes, whom J have ſingled 4 
In Eymen's holy battle, he ſhall paſs 
From hence to France, in company, and guard 
Of mine own heart. He comes, Hipolito. 


Enter Fontinel, talking with Friſco. 
Still looks he like a lover ! poor gentleman ! 

Love is the mind's ſtrong phyſick, and the pill 
That leaves the heart ſick, and o'er-turns the will. 
Font. O! happy perſecution! I embrace thee 

With an unfetter'd ſoul : So ſweet a thi 
B it, to ſigh upon the rack of love! 
Where each calamity is groaning witneſs | 
2 the poor martyr's faith! I never heard | 
any true affection, but *twas nipt þ 
, * wo With 1 


r 
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With care, that, like the caterpiller, eats 
The leaves off the ſpring's ſweeteſt book, the roſe. 

Cam. Good morrow, French lord. 

Hip. Bon jour, monſieur. 

Font. To you ſecure, and more than happy ſelf, 

I tender thanks; for, you have honour'd me: 
You are my jaylor, and have penn'd me up, 

Leſt the poor fly, your priſoner, ſhould alight 
Upon your miſtreſs s lip, and thence drive 
The dimpled print of an infective touch. 

Thou ſecure tyrant, yet unhappy lover, 

Could'ſt thou chain mountains to my captive feet, 
Yet Violetta's heart, and mine, ſhou'd meet. 

Hip. Heark, * there's a little dapple · colour d 
raſcal, ho, a bona roba, her name's Imperia, a gentlewo- 
man, by my faith, of an ancient houſe, and has goodly 
rents, and comings in, of her own, and this ape would fain 
have thee chain'd to her, in the holy ſtate. Sirrah, ſhe's 


fallen in love with thy picture; — yes, faith; — to her, woo 


her, and win her. — Leave my ſiſter, and thy ranſom's 
paid, — all's paid, gentlemen. — By the lord, Imperia is 
as good 2 girl as any is in Venice. N 

Cam. Upon my honour, Fontinel, tis true; 
The lady dotes on thy perfections; 
Therefore, reſign my Violetta's heart 
To me, the lord of it, and I will ſend thee— 

Font. O whither! to damnation ! wilt thou not? 
Think'ſt thou, the purity of my true ſoul 
Can taſte your lep'rous counſel? no, I defy you. 


When I call back my vows to Violetta, 


May I then ſlip into an obſcure grave, 
Whoſe mold, unpreſt with tony monument, 
Dwelling in open air, may drink the tears 
Of the inconſtant clouds, to rot me ſoon 
Out of my private linen ſepulchre. 
Cam. Is this your ſettled reſolution ? 

Font. By my love's beſt divinity, it is. 

Cam. Then bear him to his priſon back again. 
This tune muſt alter &er thy lodging mend: | 
Fo death, fond Frenchman, thy flight love doth tend. 


Ford, 
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Fort. Then, conſtant heart, thy fate, with joy, pur- 
we z 
Draw wonder to thy death, expiring true. [Exit. 
Hip. After him, Friſco; inforce thy miſtreſs's paſſion, 
thou ſhalt have acceſs to him, to bring him love tokens: 
Lf they prevail not, yet thou ſhalt ſtill be in preſence, be't 
but to ſpite him. In, honeſt Friſco. | FOR 
Friſ. I'll vex him to the heart, fir; fear not me: 
Yet, here's. a trick, perchance, may ſet him free. * 
h vit. 
Hip. Come, wilt thou go laugh and lie down? Now, 
ſure, there be ſome rebels in thy belly; for thine eyes do 
nothing but watch and ward; thou'ſt not ſlept theſe three 
nights. | 
; Alas! how can I? He that truly loves, 
Burns out the day in idle phantaſies; | 
And, when the lamb, bleating, doth bid good night 
Unto the cloſing day, then tears begin 
To keep quick time unto the owl, whoſe voice 
Shrieks like the bell-man in the lover's cars. 
The early lark, is. waken'd from her bed, 
Being only by love's plaints diſquieted ; 
And, ſinging in the morning's. ear, ſhe weeps,, 
(Being deep in love) at lovers broken ſleeps. 
But ſay a golden ſlumber chance to tie, 
With filken ſtrings, the cover of love's eye; 
Then dreams, magician-like, mocking preſent 
Pleaſures, whoſe fading, leaves more diſcontent. 
Have you theſe golden charms? 
| Enter Muſicians. 
Omnes. We have, my lord, 
Cam. Beſtow them ſweetly z- think a lover's heart: 
Dwells in each inſtrument, and let it melt 
In weeping ſtrains: Yonder direct your faces, 
That the foft ſummons of a frightleſs parley, 
May creep into the caſement. So, begin; 
Muſick, ſpeak movingly, aſſume my part, 
For thou muſt, now, plead to a ſtony heart. 


[4 ſong. 
D 3 Violetta. 
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Voioletta above 
Viol. Who owes this ſalutation? 
Cam. Thy Camillo. | 
Viol. 0 not your ſhadow there too, my ſweet bro- 
| ther ? es 
Hip. Here, ſweet ſiſter. | 
Viol. I dream'd fo, O! I am much bound to you; 
For you, my lord, have uſed my love with honour, 
Gam. Ever with honour. | 
Viol. Indeed, indeed, you have. 
Hip. 'Slight, ſhe means her French garſoon. 
Viol. The ſame; — good night;— truſt me, 'tis ſome- 
what late, | 
And this bleak wind nips dead all idle prate: 
I muſt to bed; good — 
Cam. The god of reſt, 
Play muſick to thine eyes, while, on my breaſt, 


The furies fit, and beat, and keep care waking. 


Hip. You will not leave my friend thus? 

Viol. Yes, by the velvet brow of darkneſs. 

Hip. You ſcurvy tit! *sfoot,- feurvy any thing! Do 
ou hear Suſanna, you punk! if I geld not your muſk-cat, 
— Tl do't, by 2 go, Camillo. 

Viol. Nay but, pure fwaggerer, ruffian, do you think 
To fright me with your bug-beer threats? go by! 
Heark, tofs-pot, in your ear, The Frenchman's mine, 


And, by theſe hands, I'll have him. 


Hip. Rare rogue! 
Viol. He is my priſoner, by a deed of gift; 
Therefore, Camillo, you have e be me much, 
To wrong my priſoner: By my troth, I love him, 
The rather for che baſeneſs he endures 
For my unworthy ſelf. Pl! tell you what, 
Releaſe him, let him 2 your love for you; 
J love to hear a man ſpeak French 
Of his complexion: I would undergo 
The inſtruction of that language, rather far, 
Than be two weeks unmarry'd, by my life, 
Becauſe I'll ſpeak true French, I'll be his wife. 
Cam. O ſcorn to my chaſte love! burſt heart! _ 
ip. 
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Hip. 'Zwounds, hold ! 
Cam. Come, gentle friends, tie your moſt ſolemn 
| tanes, 
By ſilver ſtrings, unto a leaden pace. 
Falſe fair! enjoy thy baſe beloved. Adieu: | 
He's far leſs noble, and ſhall prove leſs true. Exe unt 


Enter Truepenny above, with a letter. 


Frucp. Lady Imperia, the curtezan's zany hath brought 
you this letter, from the poor gentlemen in the deep dun- 
geon, hut would not ſtay till he had an anſwer. 

Viol. Her groom, employ'd by Fontinel? O ſtrange! 
I wonder how he got acceſs to him! 
Pl read, and reading, my poor heart ſhell ake 


True love is jealous; fears, the beſt love ſhake. 


EET me at the end of the old chapel, next ſaint Lo- 
_ renzo's monafliry: Furniſh your company with a 2 
that there he may conſummate our holy vows. Farewel. 
Thine, 


FoNTINEI. 


Hath he got opportunity to ſcape? 

O happy period of our ſeparation! 

Bleſt night! wrap Gmrhia in a ſable ſheet, 

That fearful lovers may ſecurely meet. { Exeunt, 
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Enter Friſco in FontinePs apparel; Fontinel making himſelf 
ready in Friico's: They enter Juadenly, and in fear. 


FRIScoO. 


TY LAY you my part bravely ; you muſt look like a 
ſlave, and, you ſhall ſee, LIl counterfeit the French- 

man moſt knaviſhly. My miſtrefs, for your fake, charged 

me, on her bleſſing, to fall to theſe ſhifts; I left her at 

cards; ſhe'll fit up till you come, becauſe ſhell have you 

play a game at noddy: You'll to her preſently ? a 
— I will, upon mine honour. | 
Friſ. I think, ſhe does not greatly care, whether you: 

fall to her upon your honour, or no. So, all's fit: Tell my 

lady, that I go in a ſuit of durance for her fake. That's 

| your way, and this pit-hole's mine; if I can 'ſcape hence, 
why, ſo; if not, he that's hang'd, is nearer to heaven, by 

half a ſcore ſteps, than he that dies in a bed; and fo adieu, 

monſieur. [ Exi 2 
Font. Farewel, dear truſty ſlave. Shall I prophane 

This temple with an idol of ſtrange love? 

When 1 do ſo, let me diſſolve in fire: 

Yet, one day will I ſee this dame, whoſe heart 

Talks of my miſery ; I'll not be fo rude, 

To pey her kindneſs with ingratitude. 


Enter Violetta, and a friar, apart. 


Viol. My deareſt Fontinel | 

Font. My Violetta] oh! heaven! 
Where is this reverend friar ? 
Fir. Here, over-joy'd young man. 


Viol. 
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Viol. How did'ſt thou 'ſcape? - 

How came Imperia's man? 
Font. No more of that. 
Viol. When did Inperia ? — 
Font. Queſtions now are thieves, 

And lies in ambuſh to ſurprize our joys. 

My moſt happy ſtars! ſhine till, ſhine on; 

Away, come, love beſet, had need be. gone. [Cxeaur. 


Enter Curvetto, and Simperina. 
Curv. I muſt not ſtay, thou ſay'ſt. 


Simp. God 'sme, away. 
Gurv. Buſs, buſs, again; here's ſixpence; buſs again 
Farewel, I muſt not ſtay then. LL 
Simp. Fogh. ; 
Curv. Farewel. 
At ten o'clock, thou fay'ſt, and ring a bell, 
Which thou wilt hang out at this window. 
Simp. Lord! ſhell heer this fiddling. 
Curv. No, cloſe, on my word. 
Farewel; juſt ten o'clock, I ſhall come in: 
Remember to let down the cord; juſt ten, 
Thoul't open, mouſe ? 
I am an old courtier, wench, but I can ſpy | 
A young duck, — cloſe, — mum, — ten, — cloſe, — tis 
not J. Exit Curvetto. 


Enter Imperia, and ladies, with table- books. 


Inp. Is his old rotten 2qua-vite bottle ſtopp'd up? is 
be gone? fy, fy, ty, fy! he ſo ſmells of ale, and onions, 
and roſa-folis, fy! Bolt the door, ſtop the key-hole, leſt 
his breath peep in; burn ſome perfume : I do not love to 
rage 2 dry'd ſtock-filhes, that aſk ſo much toying; 

„ | 
7 I 7 4 Nor I, truſt me, lady, fy. 

Inp. No, no, no, no; ſtools, and cuſhions; low ſtools, 
low ſtools; ſit, ſit, fit, round, ladies, round; fo, ſo, fo, let your 
ſweet beauties be ſpread to the full, and moſt moving ad- 
vantage; for we are fallen into his hands, who, they 
fay, has an A B C, for the ſticking in of the leaſt pin, in 

111 tral | any 
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any part of the body. Here he comes: Your ears may | 
now fit themſelves out of the whole piece. 


Enter Lazerillo. 


Lax. Bright, and unclipp'd angels! if I were to meke 
a diſcovery of any new found land, as Virginia, or fo, to 
ladies, and courtiers, my ſpeech ſhould hoiſt up ſails, fit to 


bear up ſuch lofty, and well rigg'd veſſels; but, becauſe I 


am to deal only with the civil = matron, I will not lay 


upon ur bluthing, and delicate cheek, any other colours 
than ſuch as wilt give luſtre to your city faces; in, and to 
that purpoſe, our theſis is taken out of that moſt plentiful, 


but moſt precious book, intitled, The Oeconomical Curnuco- 


pia. Liſten: A wife wiſe, no matter: Apt wit, no mat- 
ter: Kept under, no greaþ matter: but to rule the roaſt, is 


the matter, 


34 Lady. That ruling of the roaſt, goes with me. 
4th Lady. And me. | 

5th Lady. And me; Fll have a cut of that roaſt. 

Lax. Since then, a woman's only deſire is, to have the 
reins in her own hand, obſerve, it ſhall be your firſt, and 
fineſt praiſe, to ſing the note of every new Faſhion , at firſt 
ht, and, if you can, to ſtretch that note above 
Ela. | | 

Omnes. Good. | | 

Lax. Your only way is, to learn to play upon the vir- 
ginals, and ſo nail his ears to your ſweet humours: If this 
be out of time too, yet your labour will quit the coſt; for, 


by this means, your ſecret friend may have free and open 


acceſs to you, under the colour of pricking you leſſons: 
Now, becauſe you may tie your huſband's Jove in moſt 
feet knots, you ſhall never give over labouring, *till, out 


of his purſe, you have digg'd a garden; and that garden 
muſt ſtand a pretty diſtance from the city; for, by repair- 
ing thither, much good fruit may be grafted. 

1ft bady. Mark that. 

Lax. Then, in the efternoon, when you addreſs your 
ſweet perfumed body, to walk to this garden, there to ge- 
ther a noſegay, ſops-in-wine, cowſlips, columbines, heart's- 


eaſe, c. The firſt principle to learn is, that you ſtick 


black patches, forthe rheum, on yourdelicate blew temples : 


Black 


will look to your water. This ſickneſs may 


well faſten d, draw men's eyes to ſhoot glances at you. 
Next, you muſt play the wag with your wanton fan; have 
our dog dance along by you; your embroider'd muff be- 
2 you, on your hands; but take heed who thruſtShis 
fingers into your furr. | 
2d Lady. We'll watch for that. „ 
Lax. Once a quarter take ſtate upon you, and be ſick 
being ſick, thus, politickly, lie at your garden; your lip- 
ſworn ſervant, may there viſit you, as a phyſician; where, 
otherwiſe, if you languiſh at home, beſure your huſband 
bs encreaſs'd 
with giving out, that you breed young bones; and to ſtick 
fleſh upon theſe bones, it ſhall not be amiſs, if you long 


{or peaſe-cods, at ten groats the cod; and for cherries, at 
a crown the cherry. | | 


If: Lady. O dear tutor 
24 Lady. Interrupt him not. 


Laz. If, while this pleaſing fit of ſickneſs hold you, 


you be invited forth to ſupper, whimper, and ſeem un- 


willing to go; but if your good man, beſtowing the ſweet 


duck, and kiſs, upon your moiſt lip, intreat, go; marry, 
my counſel is, you eat at table, becauſe it may be ſaid of 
you, you are no cormorantz yet, at.your coming home, 
you may counterfeit a qualm, and ſo devour a poſſet; 
your huſband need not have his noſe in that poſſet; no, 
truſt your chamber-maid _ in this, and ſcarcely her; 
for you cannot be too careful into whoſe hands you com- 
mit your ſecrets. | 

Omnes. That's certain. | 

Laz. If you have daughters capable, marrv them, by 
no means, to citizens, but chooſe for them, ſome 
ſmooth-chin'd, curPd-headed gentleman; for gentlemen 
will lift up your daughters to their own content; and, to 
make theſe curPd-pated gallants come off the more roundly, 
make your huſband go to the herald for arms, and let it 
be your daily care, that he have a fair and comely creſt; 
yea, go all the ways yourſelves, you can, to be made la- 
dies; eſpecially, if, without danger to his perſon, or for 
love, or money, you cen procure your huſband to be 


dubb'd. The goddeſs of memory, lock up theſe jewels 
| | | whic 
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Black patches are comely in moſt women, and, being | 
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Which 1 have beſtow'd upon you, in your ſweet brains: 
Let theſe be the rules to ſquare out your life by, tho' you 
ne'er go level, but tread your ſhoes awry: If you can get 
theſe reins into your _ hand, you ſhall need no coaches, 
butgmay drive your huſbands; put it down, and, according 
to that wiſe ſaying of you, be ſaints in the church, angels 
in the ſifeet, devils in the kitchen, and apes in your bed: 
Upon which, leaving you tumbling, pardon me, that thus 
abruptly, and openly, I take wh al up. 

1 ft Lady. You have got ſo far into our books, ſignior, 
that you cannot *ſcape without a pardon here, if you take 
us up never ſo ſnapiſhly. | 5 
Imp. Muſick there, to cloſe our ſtomachs. How do you 
like him, madona? | | | 

2d Lady O, truſt me, I like him moſt profoundly ; why, 
he's able to put down twenty ſuch as I am. | 

34 Lady. Let them build upon that; nay, more, we'll 
henceforth, never go to a cuninng woman, ſince men can 
teach us our lerry. _ | | 
4th Lady. We are all fools to him, and our huſbands 
ſhall be-fools to us. | | | 
2d Lady. If we can keep but this byaſs, wenches, our 
good men, may, perchance, once in à month, get a fore- 
2 of us; but, if they win a rubber, let them throw 
eir caps at it. | 

Imp. No, no, no, dear features, hold their noſes to the 
rind-ſtone, and they're gone. Thanks, worthy ſignior; 
| „ fy, fy, you ſtand bare too long. Come, bright mir- 
rours, will you withdraw into a gallery, and taſte a ſlight 
\ | banquet? 

| 1 Lady. We ſhell cloy ourſelves with ſweets, my ſweet 
madona. | 

2d Lady. Troth, I will not, madona Inperi a. 

Imp. No, no, no; fy, fy, fy, ſignior Lazarilh, either 
be you our foreman, or elſe, put in theſe ladies, 2t your 
diſcretion, into the gallery, and cut off this ſtriving. 
Lax. It ſhall be my office; my fees, being, as they 
paſs, to take tole of their alaheſter hands. [Excunt. 
Imperia ſlays. | „ 
Admired creature! I ſummon you to parley; you remem- 
ber this is the night, | e 


| 
i 
| 
{|} 
| 
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Inp. 


Inp. So, fo, fo, I do remember; here is a key; that is 
your chamber: Lights, S/wperina. About twelve o'clock, 
you ſhall take my beauty priſoner: Fy, fy, fy, how I 
bluſh! at twelve o'clock. „„ | | 
Laz. Rich argoſy of all golden pleaſure! — | 


Imp. No, no, no; put up, put up your joys till anon; 


I will come, by my virginity ; but I muſt tell you one 


thing, that all my chambers are many nights haunted, 
with what ſpirits none cen fee ; but, ſometimes, we hear 
birds ſinging ; ſometimes, muſick playing; ſometimes, 
voices laughing; but ſtir not you, nor be irighted at any 

thing. 9 
Lax. By Hercules I if any ſpirits riſe, I will conjure 
them in their own circles, with Toledo. 

Imp. So, ſo, ſo; lights for his chamber, Is the trap- 
door ready? 5 | 8 

Simp. is ſet ſure. | 

Imp. So, ſo, ſo; I will be rid of this broil'd red ſprat, 
that ſtinks fo in my ſtomach: Fy, I hate him worſe than 
to have a taylor come a wooing to me. God 'sme, the 


ſweet ladies! the banquet! I forget! Fy, fy, fy; follow, 


dear ſignior. The trap-door, Simperins. Exit. 


Simp. Signior, come away. 

Lax. Cupid, I kiſs the noch of thy ſweet bow: 

A woman makes me yield; Mars, could not ſo. { Exeunt. 
Enter Curvetto. 

Curv. Juſt ten; 'tis ten juſt: That's the fix d hour, 
For payment of my love's due fees. | 
I am not young, yet I have youthful tricks, 

Which peering day muſt not ſee, no, cloſe, cloſe. 
Stay, here's the door, the window, ha! this, this, 
Cord? umph! dear cord, thy bleſſed knot, I kiſs. 
None peeps, I hope: Night, clap thy velvet hand 
Upon all eyes; if now my friend thou ſtand, 

Il hang a jewel at thine ear, ſweet night; 

And here it is, lanthorn, and candle-light. 

A peal, a luſty peel, ſet, ring love's knell: 

I'll feat, but thus I'll bear away the bell. 


Simperina, above. 
Simp, Signior, who's there? ſignior Curvetto? 
| E Car v. 
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Curv. Umph! — drown'd ! — Noah's flood! — duck'd 
cover head and ears! DE 
©, ſconce!- and O, ſconce! — an old ſoaker! Oh! 

I Gyeat now, till I drop. — What villains? — Oh! 
Puncks! punkateeroes! nags! hags! — I will ban. — 
1 have catch'd my bene. | | 
Simp. Who's Gere ? 
Cur v. A waterman. 
© Simp. Dee rings that ſcolding peal? | | 
Curv. I am vringing wet, —I am waſh'd: foch! , 
roſe-water Fl by th' ounce. gs! 5 5 2 
This . 00 batter down theſe windows. Bounce. 
© $/mp. What do you mean? why do yo | > 
What do ou take - for? e 
Curv. You're all damn'd whores! 
Simp, Signior Curverto ? 
Curv. Signior coxcomb? no. 
- Simp. What makes you be ſo hot? 

Curv. You lie, I am cool: 
am an old courtier, — but ſtinking fool. F ogh. 

imp. God yu life, what have you done ? you are in 
a {ſweet pickle, if you pull'd at this rope. | 

Gurv. Hang thyſelf in't, and I'll pull once again. 

Simp. Marry, muff, will you up and ride you're mine 
elder. — By my pure maiden-head, here's a jeſt. Why, 
this was 2 water-work to drown a rat that uſes to creep in 
at this window. | | [28 | 

Curv. Fire on your water-works! catch a drown'd rat? 
That's me; I have it: God a mercy, head. 

Rat! — me! —I ſmell a rat. . 

Simp. You ſmell a ſodden ſheep's-heed. — A rat? ay, a 
rat, and you will not believe me; marry, fogh ! I have 
been believed of your betters; marry, ſnick up. | 

Curv. Simp, nay, ſweet Simp, open again. Why, 
Simperina. 8 

Simp. Go from my window; go, go from — away, go 
by, old Feronimo, — nay, and you ſhrink iꝗ“ th' wetting, 
Walk, walk, Walk. ? 

Cury. I cry thee mercy; if the bowl wece ſet 
To drown a rat, I ſhrink not, am not wet. 


S. p. 
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Smp. A rat, by this hemp, and you could ha' ſmett : 
Heark you, here's the bell; ting, ting, ting; would the 
clapper were in my belly, if I am not mad at your fop- 
pery : I could ſcratch fy, fy, fy, fy, fy, as my miſtreſs 
ſays; but go, hie you home, — ſllift you, — come back 
preſently ; —— here you ſhall find a ladder of cords, , 
climb up, — Til receive you, — my miſtreſs lies alone, 
— ſhe's yours, — away. | | 
Curv. O, Simp. | 
Smp. Nay, ſcud; you know what you promiſed me. 1 
ſhall have ſimple yawling for this; be gone, and mum. 
8 Exit. 
Curv. Lie cloſe, lie cloſe, I am gone. 2 
Myfick ſuddenly plays, and birds fing. Enter Lazarillo bare- 
headed, in his ſhirt , a pair of pantaples on; a rapier 
in his hand, and a tobacco pipe: He ſeems amazed, and 
walls up and down. A ſong preſen:ly within. 


Lax. Saint Jacques, and the ſeven deadly ſins, that is, 
the ſeven wiſe maſters of the world, pardon me, for, this 
night, I will kill the devil. N d 
Within. Ha, ha, ha. Ws ! 

Laz. Thou prince of Black-a-moors, thou- ſhalt have 
{mall cauſe to laugh, if I run thee thro'. This bed cham- 
ber is haunted ! would I had not been brought-a-bed in it, | 
or elſe were well deliver'd ; for my heart tells me, *tis no \ 


good luck to have any thing to do with the devil; he's a 
paultry merchant! | 


ASONG vithin. 


Midnighi's bell, goes ting, ting, ting, ting, ting; 

Then dogs do howl, and not a bird does fing 

But the nightingale, and ſhe cries, twit, twit, twit, tit: 
Owls then, on every bough do ſit ; 

Ravens croak on chimnies tops, 

The cricket in the chamber hods, 
And the cats cry, mew, mew, mew: 

The nibbling mouſe is not aſlcep, 

But he goes, peep, peep, peep, peep, pecp; 

And the cat cries, mew, mew, mew; 

And flill the cats crie, mew, mew, me v. 


Þ Las. 
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Lax. I ſhall be mouz d by puſs-cats; but I had rather 
die a dog's death; they have nine lives a piece, like a wo- 
man, and they vill make it up ten lives, if they and 1 
fall a r Bright Helena of this houſe, wou d thy 
Troy were a fire, for I am a cold; or elſe, I wou'd I had 
the Greeks wooden curtal to ride away. Moſt ambroſian 
hp'd creature, come away quickly; for this night's lodg- 
ing hes cold at my heart. | The Spaniſh pavin.] The Spa- 
niſh pavin! I thought the devil could not underſtand Ha- 
niſb; but ſince thou art my countryman, O! thou tauny ſa- 
tan! I will dance after thy pipe. 
| e dances the Spaniſh pavin. 
Ho! ſweet devil! ho! thou wilt make any man weary of 
thee, tho' he deal with thee in his ſhirt. 
Sweet beauty! —- ſhe'll not come, — I'II fall to ſleep, 
And dream of her: Love-dreams are ne'er too deep. 
[ Falls down, 


Oy Friſco above, laughing. 
Fri. Ha, ha, ha. | | 
Laz. Ho, ho, Priſco, — madona, — Iam in hell; but here is 
no fire: Hell- fire is all put out; what, ho! fo, ho, ho! Iſhall be 
drown'd. I beſeech thee, dear Friſco, raiſe Blurt the con- 


ſtable, or ſome ſcavenger, to come, and make clean theſe 
kennels of hell; for they ſtink fo, that I ſhall caſt away my 


precious ſelf. 


Imp. Is he down, Friſco? 
Friſ. He's down, — he cries out, he's in hell; — it's 
heaven to me to have him cry ſo. 


Inp. Fy, ty, iy ; let him lie, and get all to bed. 


| [ Exit. 
Friſ. Not all; I have fatting knavery in hand: 
He cries, he's damn'd in hell; the next ſhall cry, 
He's climbing up to heaven, and here's the gin. 
One woodcock's ta'en, I'll have his brother in. HI 
it. 


Euter Curvetto. 


Cary. Ladder and rope! what follows? hanging ? ay, 
But where? ah, ha, there does the riddle lie. > 
| | haye 
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I have ſcaped drowning, but, but, but, I hope, 
I ſhall not ſcape the ladder, and the rope. 


Enter Blurt, and watch. 


Wood. Yonder's a light, Maſter-Conſtable. 
Blurt. Peace, Woodcock, the ſconce approaches. 
_» Gurv. Whew! $0 
Blurt. Ay, whiſthng ! Slubber, jog the watch, and give 
the lanthorn a ſlap. | 
Curv. Whew, Simp, Simperins. 
Friſ. Who's there? | | 
Curv. Who's there? a | 
 Frif. Stgnior Curwetto, here's the ladder ;. I watch to do 
ou a good turn; I am. Friſco :. Is not Blurt abroad, and 
1s bill-men ? | 
Girv. No matter if they be; I hear none nigh: 
I will ſnug cloſe, out goes my candle's eye. 
My. ſconce takes this in ſnuff; all's one, I care not. 
Friſ. Why, when? . | 
Curv. I come, cloſe, cloſe, hold rope, and ſpare not. 
Slub Now the candle's out. | 
Blurt. Peace. 8 FS 
Curv. Friſco, light, light; my foot is ſlipt; call help. 


Friſ. Help! help! help! thieves! thieves! help! 


thieves! 


Blurt. Thieves! where? follow cloſe. Slubber, the 


lanthorn, — hold ;: I charge you in the duke's name, ſtand: 
Sirrah, you're like to hang for this. Down with him. 
[They take him down. 


Friſ. Maſter Blurt, Maſter-Conſtable, here's his ladder ;.. 
he comes to rob my miſtreſs; I have been ſcar'd but of my 
wits, above ſeven times by him; and it is forty to one, if 


ever. they come in again: PIl lay felony. to his charge. 
Curv. Felony ! you cony-catching flave. 


Friſ. Cony-catching will bear an action. I'll cony- 
catch you for this. If I can find our key, I will aid you; 
maſter Blurt; if not, look to him, as you will anſwer it 


upon your death bed. 
Blurt. What are you? 
Curv. A Venetian gentleman. 


E | Blurt. 
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Blurt. Woodcock, how doſt thou, Woogcock 2 

M oodc. Thank your worſhip. 

Blurt. Woodcock you are of our fide now, and, therefore, 
your acquaintance cannot ſerve; and you were a gentleman, 
of velvet, I would commit you. : Z 

Gurv. Why, what are you, ſir? 2 | 
Burt. What am I, fir 2 do you not know this ſtaff? I 
am, fir, the duke's own image; at this time, the duke's 
tongue (for fault of a better) lies in my mouth: I am con- 

ſtable, far. 20 ; | 
Curv. Conſtable, and commit me! marry, Blurt-Maſter- 
Conſtable | | 
Blurt. Away with him. He ſtri ves. 
Omnes. It's folly to. ſtrive. TY 
Blurt. I ſay, away with him. I'Il Blurt you; I'll teach 
ou to ſtand cover'd to. authority: Your hoary head ſhall 
knock'd, when this ſtaff is in place. x 
Gurv. Ay but, Maſter-Conſtable 
Blurt. | by pardon, me, you abuſe the duke, in me, that: 
am his cypher. I ſay, away, with him; Gulch, away with 
him: Woodcock, keep you with me; I will be known for 
more than Blurt. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Lazarillo. 


Tax. Thou, honeſt fellow, the man. in the moon, I be- 
ſeech. thee ſet fire on thy buſh of 2 and warm 
me, for I am dung wet. I fell like L ifer, I think, into 
hell, and am, crawl'd out, but in worſe pickle than my lean 
Pilcher. Hereabout is the hot houſe of my love. Ho! 
ho ! why ho,! there ! WD. 

Friſ. Who's that? what devil ſtands hoing at my door 
ſo late? | | | 
Lax. I beſeech thee, Friſco, take in. Lazarill's 
hoſt. | 
2 Friſ. Laxarido's ghoſt! haunt me not, I charge thee: I 
know thee not: I am in a dream of a dry ſummer; 
therefore, appear not to me. 
Laz. Is not this the manſion of the cherry-lip'd madona 
Imperia? h 


Friſ. 
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a; Yes; how then, you. fly-blown raſcal ? what art 
thou? 5 | 
Laz. Lazarillo deTormes. Sweet blood, I have a poor Ha- 
nijb ſuit depending in your houſe; let me enter, moſt pre- 
cious Friſco, the muſtreſs of this manſion, is my beautiful 
hoſteſs. | ; | 
Friſ. How! you turpentine pill! my wife your hoſteſs ? 
away, you Spaniſh vermin. | | | 
Laz, I beleech thee, moſt pitiful Friſco, allow my. lamen- . 
tation. | | 
Friſ. And you lament here, I'll ſtone you with brick- 
bats. I am aſleep. | 
Lax. My flop and mandillion, lie at thy mercy, fine 
Friſco: I beſeech thee, let not my caſe be thine; I muſt, 
and will lament; | | 
Friſ. Muſt you?: III waſh off your tears: Away, you 
hog's- face. ; 5 Exit. 
Lax. Thou haſt ſouſs'd my poor hog's-face. O, Friſco, 
thou art a ſcurvy doctor, to caſt my water no better; It is 
moſt ramiſh urine: Mars ſhall not fave thee: I. will make 
a brown toaſt of thy heart, and drink it in a pot of thy 
ſtrong blood. | | 


Enter Blurt, and. all his watch. 


Blurt. Such fellows muſt be taken down. Stand ! what- 
white thing 1s yonder ?, 

Sub. Who goes there? come before the conſtable. 

Lax. My dear honeſt Blurt. 13 

Blurt. You have Blurted fair; JI am, by my of- 
fice, to examine you, where you have ſpent. theſe two 
nights. | ED : 

Lax. Moſt big Blurt, Janſwer thy great-authority, that 
I have been in hell, and am ſcratch'd to death with puſs- 
cats. 

Blurt. Do you run ©” th' ſcore at an officer's houſe, and 
then run above twelve ſcore off. | 

Lax. I did not run, my ſweet faced Blurt: The Spa- 
niſp fleet is bringing gold enough to diſcharge all, from the 
Indies; lodge me, moſt pitiful bill-man. 


Burt. 
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Blurt. Marry, and will. I am, in the duke's name, to 
charge you with deſpicious of felony ; and burglary is 
committed this night, and we are to reprehend any that we 
think to be faulty: Were you not at madona freckle-face's 
houſe? 

Lax Signior, ſe. 

Blurt. Rway with him; elap him up: 

Lax. Moſt thundering Blurt, do not clap me; 

Moſt thunderrng Blurt, do not clap me. 

Blurt. Maſter Lazarus, | know you are a ſore fellow, 
where you: take, and, therefore, I. charge you, in the 
duke's name, to go without wreſtling, though. you be in 
your ſhirt. = OD 

Laz. Commendable Blur. — 

Blurt. The end of my commendations is, to commit 

ou. | | 15 
: , Laz. I am kin to Don Dego, the Spaniſb adelan- 
tado. | 
Blurt. If you be kin to Don Dego, you.pack ; your lan- 
tedoes, nor __ lanteeroes, cannot ſerve your turn. I 
charge you, let me commit you to the tuition — 

Lax. Worſhipful Burt, do not commit me into the hands 
of dogs. — 

Onnes. Dogs! x 

Blurt: Maſter Lazarus, there's not a dog ſhall bite you; 
theſe are true bill-men that fight under the commonwealth's 
flag. | 

3 Blurt | 

Blurt. Blurt me no Blurts; Til teach all Spaniards how 
to meddle with whores. | 

Laz. Moſt cunning conſtable, all Spaniards know that 
already; I have meddled with none. 

Blurt. Your being in your ſhirt, betrays you. 
| Lax. I beſeech thee, moſt honeſt Blurt, let not my ſhirt: 
betray me. ST 

Blurt. I ſay, away with him. Muſick ! that's in the 
curtezan's: They are, about ſome ungodly act; but. TIl 
play a part in't e er morning. Away with Lazarus. 

Omnes. Come, Spaniard. F 


Lax. 
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Lax. Thy kites and thee, for this, ſhall watch in dirt, 
to feed on carrion. | 
Blurt. Hence; troop ! ; 
Lax. O, baſe Blirt! O, baſe Blurt ? O, baſe Blurt ! 

| Exeunt. 
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Enter Camillo, Hipolito, Virgilio, Aſorino, Baptiſta, Ben- 
tivolio, Doyt, and Dandiprat, all weapon d; their ra- 
piers ſheaths in their hands. 25 


CAMuILILo. 


f FA ENTLEMEN, and noble alians, whom I love beſt, 
1 | Who know beft what wrongs I have ſtood under; 
Being laid on by him, who is to thank me for his lite : 
I did beſtow him, as the prize of mine honour, 
Upon my love, the moſt fair Y7olerra : ; | 
My love's merit was baſely fold to him, by the falſe Violetta: 
Not content with this felony, he hath dared 
Io add, the ſweet theft of ignoble marriage. | 
She's now, none's but his; and he, treacherous villain ! 
Any one's, but her's: He dotes, my honour'd friends, 
On a painted curtezan, and, in ſcorn 
Of our alan laws, our family, our revenge, 
Loaths Yioletta's bed, for a harlot's boſom. 
I conjure you, therefore, by all the bonds of gentility, 
That, as you have ſolemnly ſworn a moſt ſharp, ' 
So let the revenge be moſt ſudden. z 

Firg. Be not yourſelf a bar to that ſuddenneſs, by this 
protraction, | 
Omnes. Away, gentleman ;z. away, then. 

Hip, As for that light hobby horſe, my ſiſter, whoſe foul 
name I will raze out with my poniard ; by the honour. of 
my family, I ſwear, that, as all Fenice does admire her; 

; ; 985 beauty, 
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beauty, ſo all the world ſhall be amazed at her puniſh- | 1 

ment: Follow, therefore. | | wh 

Firg. Stay, let our reſolutions keep together: Whither | 
T | 


Cam. To the ſtrumpet Imperia's. 
Ones. Agreed : What then? 
Cam. There to find Fentine!; found, to kill him 
Virg. And kilbd, to hang out his reeking body at his har- 
lot's window. Sl. | 
Cam. And by his body, the ſtrumpet's. 
Hip. And between both, my ſiſter's. 
Virg. The tragedy is juſt : On then; begin. 
Cam. As you go, every hand pull in a friend, 
Jo ſtrengthen us againſt all oppoſites. 
He that has any drop of true Italian blood in him, 
Thus vow, this morning, to ſhed others, or let out his wn. - 
It you conſent to this, follow me. 
Ones. Away; the treacherous Frenchman dies. 
5 [eExeunt. 
Enter Fontinel, and Imperia, arm in arm. | 
Inp. Ah, you little effeminate ſweet chevalier, why doſt 
thou not get a looſe perriwig of hair on thy chin, to ſet thy 
French face off; by the panting pulſe of Venus, thou art 
welcome, a thouſand degrees beyond the reach of arithme- 
tick! Good, good, good; your lip is moiſt and moving. 
Font. Dear lady! O, life of love! what ſweetneſs 
dwells | f 
In love's variety! the ſoul that plods | {7 
In one harſh book of beauty, but repeats 
The ſtale and tedious learning, that hath oft | 
Faded the ſenſes; when, in reading more, 
We glide in new ſweets, and are ſtarved with ſtore, | 
Now, by the heart of love, my Violet | „ 
Iz a foul weed: O, pure alan flower! H: 
She, a black negroe ! to the white compate 
Of this unequall'd beauty ! O, moſt accurſt ! 
That I have given her leave to challenge me. | 
Imp My ſweet priſoner, entertain a poor 1:a/ian ſong. 
Font. O, moſt willingly, my dear madona, 1 ſlir. 
. | 1p. 
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Imp. I care not if I perſuade my bad voice to wreſtle 


with this muſick, and catch a ſtrain: So, fo, fo; keep 
time, keep time, keep time. 2M 


F 


Love, for ſuch a cherry lip, 
Would be glad to pawn his arrows , 
Venus here, to take à ſp, 
Would fell her doves, and team of ſparrows. 
But they (ball not ſo; 
Hey nony nony no: 
None but I, this lip muff owe; 
Hey nony nony no. 


Font. Your voice does teach the muſick. 
| imp. No, no, no. 


Font. Again, dear love. 


Imp. Hey nony non) no: 
Did ſove ſee this wanton eye 
Ganymede muſt wait no longer; 
Phebe here, one night did lie, | 
Would change her face, and look much younger : 
But they ſhall not ſo; 
Hey nony neny no: 
None but |, this lip muſt owe; 
' Fley nom nony no. 


Enter Friſco, Trivia, and Simperina, raming. 


Ones. O, madena ! miſtreſs! madona ! "I 
Frif. Caſe up this gentleman ; there's rapping at the 
door, and one in a ſmall voice ſays, there's Camillo, and 

H!polito. 
Simp. And they will come in. | 
Font. Upon their deaths, they ſhall ; for they ſeek 
mine. | 
Imp. No, no, no; lock the doors faſt : Trivia, Simperina, 
ſtir. 


Both. 


— 


— 
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\ Both, Alas! 
Font. Come they in ſhape of devils, this angel by, 
Lam arm'd ; let them come in: *Sfoot, they die. 
Ind. Fy, fy, ty ; 1 will not have thy white body — 
Viol. What, ho, madona. | Knock. 
inp. O, heark! — not hurt for the rialta : Go, go, go; 
pat up : By my virginity, you ſhall put up. | 
Viol. Here are Camillo, and Hipolito. 
Imp. Into that little room; you are there as ſafe as in 
Fance, or the low- countries. Exit Fontinel. 
Imp. So, let them enter. Trivia, Simperina, ſmooth 
my gown; tread down the ruſhes ; let them enter, — No 
words, pretty darling. 


Enter Friſco, and Violeta. 


Friſ. Are two men transform'd into one woman ? 
Imp. How now? what motion's this? | 
Viol. By your leave, ſweet beauty, pardon my excuſe, 
which, under the maſk of Gamilh's, and my brother's names, 
fought enterance into this houſe, Good ſweetneſs, have 

you not a property here, improper to your houſe ; — my. |» 
huſband ? 

Imp. Ha! your huſband here! 

Viol. Nay, be as you ſeem to be, white dove, without 

all. | 5 
Imp. Gall! — your huſband ! — ha, ha, ha; by my ven- 
toy, yellow lady, you take your mark improper: No, no, 
no, my ſugar- candy miſtrets, your good man is not here, 
I aſſure you. Here? ha, ha. - 
Triv, and Smp. Here! . 

Friſ. Much huſbands here. 

Nol. Do not mock me, faireſt Venetian. Come, I know 
he's here: Good faith, I do not blame him, for your 
beauty gilds over his error: Troth, I am right glad, that 
you, my country woman, have received the pawn of my 
affections. You cannot be hard-hearted, loving him, nor 
hate me, for I love him too : Since we both love him, let 
us not leave him, ?till we have call'd home the ill 
huſbandry of a ſweet ſtraggler : Pr'ythee, good wench, 
uſe him well. | | 


{np. So, fo, io. 


Vial. 
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Viol. If he deſerve not to be uſed well, as I'd be lottt ü 

he ſhould deſerve it, Pll engage myſelf, dear beauty, to 
thine honeſt heart: Give me leave to love him, and PII | 
give him a kind of leave to love thee. I know, he hears 

me; I pr'ythee try mine eyes, if they know him, that have 
| almoſt drown'd themſelves in their own ſalt water, becauſe 

they cannot ſee him. In troth, Pll not chide him: If I 
+ i ſpeak words rougher than ſoit kiſſes, my penance ſhall 

T be, to ſee him kiſs thee, yet to hold my peace. 
Friſ. And that's torment enough: Alas! poor wench! 
Simp. She's an aſs, by the crown of my maiden-head ; 
Pd ſcratch her eyes out, if my man ſtood in her tables. 
Viol. Good part'ner, lodge me in thy private bed, 
Where, in ſuppoſed folly, he may end 
Determin'd fin. Thou ſmileſt ; I know thou wilt: 
What looſeneſs may term dotage, truly read, 
| Is love, ripe gather'd, not ſoon wither'd. 

Imp. Good troth, pretty wedlock, thou makeſt my little 
eyes {mart with waſhing themſelves in brine. I keep your 
cock from his own rooſt! and mar ſuch a ſweet face ! and 
wipe oit that dainty red! and make Cip/d toll the bell for 

our love-ſick heart! no, no, no; if he were Fove's own 
ingle, Ganymede, ty, ty, fy, Vil none: Your chamber-fellow 
is within; thou ſhalt enjoy my bed, and thine own plea- 
ſure, this night. Sinperina, conduct in this lady. Priſco, 
ſilence ; ha, ha, ha; I am ſorry to ſee a woman ſo tame a 
fool. Come, come, come. £ | 

Hol. Star of Venetian beauty! thanks. O, who 
Can bear this wrong, and be a woman too! [ Exeunt. 


. Enter Camillo, Hipolito, Virgilio, and others; the duke, 
1 and gentlemen with him; Blurt, and his watch, on his 
© fide, with torches. 3 
Onmes. We are diſhonour'd ! give us way; he dies! 
Duke. I charge you, by your duties to the ſtate, 
| And love to gentry, ſheath your weapons. 
4 Blurt. Stand! I charge you; put up your naked wea- 
. pons, and we'll put up our ruſty bills. 
Cam. Up to the hilts, we will, in his French body. 
My lord, we charge you, by raviſl'd honour 


Of 
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Of an alan lady, by our wrongs, | 

By that eternal blot, which, if this ſlave 

Paſs free without revenge, like leproſy, 

Will run over all the body of our fames. 

Give open way to our juſt wrath, leſt barr'd —— 
Dake. Gentlemen 
Cam. Breaking the bonds of honour, and of duty, 

We cut a paſſage through you, with cur ſwords. 

Omnes. He that withſtands us, run him through. 


Blurt. I charge you, ! th' duke's name, before his own 


face, to keep the peace. 

Cam. Keep thou the peace, that haſt a peaſant's 

| heart. | 
Watch. Peaſant ! 
Cam. Our peace muſt have her cheeks painted with 
blood. 

Omnes. Away, through 

Blurt. Sweet gentlemen, though you have call'd the 
duke's own ghoſt, peaſant; for I walk for him i' th' night, 
(Kilderkin, and Piſs-breech, hold out) E hear me, dear 
bloods; the duke here, for fault of a 


vou by the heels, if you go thus, with fire and ſword; 
for the duke is the head, and I, Blurt, am the pur- 
tenance. (Woodcock, keep by my fide) Now, fir — 
Onmes. A plague upon this M oodcock! kill the 
watch. 5 | 
Duke. Now, in the name of manhood, I conjure ye, - 
Appear in your true ſhapes, /talians ; 
Tou kill your honours more, in this revenge, 
Then in his murder. Stay, ſtand, here's the houſe. 
Blurt. Right, fir, this is ti whore-houſe. 
. [ Here he calls, and ſets in his ſtaff. 
Duke. Sheath all your weapons, worthy gentlemen ; 
And, by my life, I ſwear, if Fontinel | 
Have ſtain'd the honour of your ſiſter's bed, 
The fact being death, TIl pay you his-proud head. 
Cam. Arreſt him then, ** our eyes, and ſee 
r fury ſleeps. : 


Dake. 


etter, and myſelf, 
(Cuckoo, fly not hence) for fault of a better, are to lay 
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Duke. This honeſt officer - | 

Blurt. Blurt, fir. : . 

Duke. Shall fetch him forth. Go, ſirrah, in our name, 
Attach the French lord. | = 

Blurt. Garlick, and the reſt, follow ſtrongly. 

; | | | Exeunt watch. 

Duke. O, what a ſcandal were it to a ſtate, 
To have a ſtranger, and a priſoner, 
Muder'd,. by lach a troop ! beſides, through Venice, 
Are numbers of his countrymen diſperſs'd ; 


Whoſe rage, meeting with yours, none can prevent 


The miſchief of a bloody conſequent. 


Euter Blurt, and his watch, holding Fontinel, and his 


weapons. 


Blurt. The duke is within an inch of your noſe, and, 
therefore, I dare play with it, if you put not up: De- 
liver, I adviſe you. 

Font. Yield up my weapons, and my foe fo nigh ? 


| Myſelf, and weapons, ſhall, together, yield; 


Come any one; come all. 
Omnes. Kill, kill the Frenchman ; kill him. 
Duke. Be ſatisfy'd, my noble co.:ntrymen, 


Tell truſt you with his life, ſo you will pawn 
Th be faiths of gentlemen, no deſperate hand 
Shall rob him of it; otherwiſe, he runs 


Upon this dangerous point, that dares oppoſe 
His rage againſt our authority. French lord, 
Yield up this ſtrength, our word ſhal] be your guard. 
Font. Who def death, n. Js none; he's well pre- 
ared. 


7 
Duke. My honeſt fellow, with a good defence, 


Enter again, fetch out the curtezan, 


And all that are within, | | 
Blurt. Il tickle her: It ſhall ne'er be ſaid, that a brown 
bill. look'd pale. | Exeunt watch. 
Cam. Frenchman, thou art indebted to cur duke. 
Font. For what? 


F 4 | Cam. 
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Cam. Thy life: For, but for him, thy foul - Fig 
Had, long &er this, hung trembling in the air; Fo 
Being frighted from thy boſom with our ſwords. | An 
Font. I do not thank your duke; yet, if you will, | I 
Turn bloody executioners! Who dies Ye 
For ſo bright beauty, is a bright ſacrifice. | M 
Duke. The beauty you adore ſo, is prophane : b = 
St 
V 
81 
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The breach of wedlock, by our law, is death. 

Font. Law! give me law. 

Duke. With all due ſeverity. 

Font. In my love's eyes, immortal joys do dwell; 
She is my heaven; ſhe from me, I am in hell: 
Therefore, your law, your law. 

Duke. Make way; ſhe comes. 


Enter Blurt, leading Imperia: Watch, with Violetta, 


mask d. 


| \ 

l . F 9 fy [) . ; 

[ 28. . 95 fy, fy, nor your fogh, fogh, fogh, can- I 

not ſerve your turn; you muſt now bear it off with head, a 

; and ſhoulders, | | | N 

[ | Duke. Now fetch Curvetto, and the Spaniard, hither ; 
Their puniſhments ſhall lie under one doom. | 4 

What is ſhe malk'd ? | 

4 Blurt. A punk too. Follow, fellows: Slubber, afore. 


| : | | Exeunt watch. 
N Viol. She that is maſk'd, is leader of this maſque. 
What's here? bows, bills, and guns! Noble Camito, 


J am ſure, you are lord of ail this miſrule; I pray, 

For whoſe ſake do you make this ſwaggering fray ? 
Cam. For your's, and for our own: We come, re- 
| ſolved | = | 
| To murder him, that poiſons your chaſte bed; | 
To take revenge on you, for your falſe heart: 
ou wanton dame, our wrath here muſt not ſleep ; 

our ſin being deepeſt, your ſhare ſhall be moſt deep. _ 

Noll. With pardon f your grace, myſelf, to you all, | 


At your own weapons, thus, do anſwer all: 


For paying away my heart, that was my own | 


* 
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In this true deed of gift: Gallants, here ſtands 
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For my dear love's abuſing my chaſte bed, 


That dares touch her: Who taints my conſtancy, : 


When he, from her white hand, wou'd ſtrive to go, 


2 — 
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Fight not to win that, in good troth, tis gone: a 


And her ſweet theft, alack! you are miſled: 
This was a plot of mine, only to try 

Your love's ſtrange temper, ſooth, I do not lie. 
My Fontinel, ne'er dally'd in her arms; 

She ne'er bound his heart with amorous charms: 
My Fontinel ne'er loath'd my ſweet embrace; 
She ne'er drew love's picture by his face: 


She never cry'd, fy, fy, nor no, no, no. 

With prayers, and bribes, we hired her, to lie 

Under that roof; for this, muſt my love die ? 

Who dare be ſo hard-hearted ? — ye, we kiſs, 

And if he loath his Holetta, — judge by this. | 
Font. O, ſweeteſt Violet! I bluſh. [Kifs. 
Viol. Good figure 

Wear ſtill that maiden bluſh, but ſtill be mine. 
Font. I ſeal myſelf thine own, with both my hands, 


This lady's champion; at his foot Pll lie, 


I am no man for him, fight he with her, 
And yield; for ſhe's a noble conqueror. We 
Duke. This combat ſhall not need; for ſee, aſhamed 
Of their raſh vows, theſe gentlemen, here break 
This non, and do with hands, what tongues ſhould 
ſpeak. | 

8 All friends, all friends. : 

Hip. Punk, you may laugh at this: 
Here's tricks (224 mouth, Þ'Il ſtop you with a kiſs. 


Euter Curvetto, and Lazarillo, led by Blurt, and the 
watch. 


Blurt. Room; keep all the ſcabs back, for here comes 
Lazarus. 5 3 

Duke. O, here's our other ſpirits that walk ? th' night. 
Signior Cur vetto, by complaint from her, 


And by your writing here, Ireach the depth me 
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=_ Of _ offence ; . they charge your climbing up, 
11 To be, to rob her: If ſo, then, by law, 

| You are to die, unleſs the marry you. 


Ind. I! fy, fy, fy; Iwill be burn'd to afhes firſt. 
Curv 


- How die! or marry her! then call me daw: = 
Marry her! ſhe's more common than the law. Ive. 
For boys to eall me ox; no, I am not drunk; Dul 
Ful play with her, but; hang her, wed no punk. n Adt 
I ſhall be a hoary courtier then, indeed, | 5 ec th 
And have a perilous head; then, I were beſt With 
Lie cloſe, lie cloſe, to hide my forked creſt. l 
No, fy, fy, fy, hang me before the door f 
Where I was drown'd, &er I marry with a whore. { 
Duke. Well, ſignior, for we rightly underſtand, , 


From your accuſers, how you ſtood her gueſt, 
We pardon you, and paſs it as a jeſt: | 
And, for the Spaniard ſped ſo hardly too, 
Diſcharge him, Blurt; ſignior, we pardon you. 
Blurt. Sir, he's not to be diſcharged, nor ſo to be ſhot” 
off; I have put him into a new ſuit, and have enter'd 
into him; with an action: He owes me two and thirty , 
ſhillings. | | | J 
Lax. It is thy honour to have me die in thy debt. f 
| Blurt. It would be more honour to thee to pay me, 
before thou dieſt: Twenty ſhillings of this debt, came out 
of his noſe. | 
Lax. Bear witneſs, great duke, he's paid twenty 
| fillings. f 
| Blurt. Signior, no; you cannot ſmoak me ſo: He took 
twenty ſhillings of it, in a fume ; and the reſt I charge 
him with, for bis lying. | 5 
Lax. My lying, moſt pityful prince, was abominable. 
3 Blurt. He did lie, for the time, as well as any knight of 
= the poſt did ever hee 1 
ax. I do here put off thy ſuit, and appeal; I warn thee 
to the court of conſcience; and will pay thee by two pence _ 
a week, which I will rake out of the hot embers of to- | 
b#co aſhes, and then travel on foot to the Indies, for 
more gold, whoſe: red cheeks I. will kiſs, and beat thee, 
Hlurt, if thou watch for me: | 


o 
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ure. Burr, my lord, dare take yqur word 15 at much 


Ad tragick ſhapes, meet comical event; 
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Hip. There be many of * og in Sus: 
omor ; travel to them. 

az. No, I will fall no more 1 

Duke. Sirrah, his debt ourſelf will ty. 


N Ore. 


*. 
| Duke And fince this heat of fury is Al ſpent, 


'- Lec this bright morning merrily be crown'd, 


ith dances, 'banquets, and choice muſick's fond. 
[Exexnt Ones. 
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Capt. 1 FALCONER: 
i= CONTAINING, 


The Laws, Cuſtoms, and Manners, of the Indians 
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